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MY  PERSONAL  HISTORY 
By  Jay  Lufkin  Risenmay 


CHAPTER  1 
MY  LIFE  STORY 


I  came  across  this  life  story  as  I  was  searching  for  pictures  to  include  in  My  Personal 
History.  I  had  forgotten  that  I  had  it.  I  wrote  this  as  one  of  the  assignments  for  a 
Genealogy  class  I  took  at  BYU  during  1962. 1  intended  to  continue  it,  but  didn't  find  time 
to  do  so.  The  teacher,  J.  Grant  Stevenson,  with  whom  I  taught  Seminary  at  Delta  during 
my  first  year  there,  suggested  that  we  carry  slips  of  paper  with  us  and  record  every  event 
we  could  remember  in  our  lives.  I  did  that  for  a  few  years  but  finally  realized  that  there 
would  be  way  too  much  detail  for  many  people  to  want  to  read.  It  also  sounded  pretty 
self-centered.  I  have  included  what  I  wrote  for  the  class  here  because  it  was  written  14 
years  earlier  than  the  next  section  of  My  Personal  History  and  reflected  my  views  and 
feelings  at  that  time  about  my  early  years.  There  will  be  some  duplication  with  the  next 
section,  which  is  titled  "My  First  Fifty  Years." 

I,  Jay  Lufkin  Risenmay,  was  born  at  home  in  Woodville,  Bingham  County,  Idaho  19 
March  1932.  The  date  is  incorrectly  recorded  on  my  Certificate  of  Blessing  as  9  March 
1932.  The  day  was  snowy  and  Dad  met  Dr.  Edwin  Cutler  at  the  canal  bridge,  a  quarter  of 
a  mile  south  of  our  house,  to  help  him  through  the  drifts,  which  were  five  feet  deep  in 
places.  I  had  been  carried  six  weeks  or  so  past  the  expected  time  of  delivery  and  was 
apparently  still  reluctant  to  make  an  appearance  as  instruments  had  to  be  used  during  the 
delivery.  I  weighed  10  3/4  pounds  when  born  and  had  hair  on  my  shoulders. 

I  was  truly  blessed  with  wonderful  parents.  My  father,  George  Henry  Risenmay,  was 
born  27  October  1890  at  Logan,  Cache  County,  Utah  to  Christian  Risenmay  and 
Wilhelmina  Clossner.  They  had  come  to  this  country  as  children  from  Switzerland. 
Grandpa  Risenmay  died  in  1902,  but  Dad  remembers  trips  up  Logan  Canyon  with  him  to 
get  wood.  Dad  was  the  only  boy  in  the  family  and  was  the  one  who  carried  on  the  family 
name.  So  far,  we  know  of  only  one  other  Risenmay  in  this  country,  he  being  a  Methodist 
minister  in  the  Midwest.  Dad  has  lived  an  honorable,  exemplary  life,  which  has  been  a 
blessing  to  all  his  family.  He  is  now  in  his  71st  year. 

My  mother,  Jane  Pitt  Lufkin,  was  Dad's  second  wife.  His  first,  Gladys  Mable  Jensen, 
died  during  childbirth  leaving  four  children.  Dad  was  shown  in  a  dream  or  vision  that  he 
was  to  marry  Mom.  Mom  also  had  a  manifestation  and  knew  the  match  should  be  made. 
They  were  married  4  December  1929  in  the  Logan  Temple.  Mom  started  with  four 
children  but  was  a  wonderful  mother  to  all.  Never  was  there  a  distinction  made  between 
the  two  families.  I  had  never  thought  of  such  a  distinction,  though  we  knew  of  "Aunt 
Gladys",  as  we  referred  to  her.  One  night  at  some  graduation  of  mine  a  neighbor  said. 


"Isn't  it  nice  to  have  one  of  your  own  children  graduate?"  I'll  never  forget  Mom's 
answer,  "I  have  already  had  four  of  my  own  graduate.  This  is  our  fifth." 

I  have  always  been  proud  of  my  parents.  Dad  was  strict  and  worked  hard.  I  always 
respected  him  and  enjoyed  being  with  him.  He  was  a  leader  in  the  community  and  in  the 
church,  serving  in  the  Bishopric  for  24  years,  the  last  12  as  Bishop  of  the  Woodville 
Ward.  He  was  always  willing  to  give  of  his  time  and  talents  and  did  so  in  a  wide  variety 
of  activities,  such  as  the  canal  board,  dairy  and  potato  growers  associations  and  the 
county  school  reorganization.  He  has  been  a  temple  officiator  at  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple 
since  1951.  This  example  makes  service  a  thing  to  be  expected  and  given  freely  by  us  as 
his  children.  All  of  us  hope  to  bring  honor  and  respect  to  our  family  name  as  he  has  done. 

He  has  helped  me  to  see  the  value  of  work  and  has  instilled  a  love  for  the  farm,  which 
still  is  part  of  my  life.  He  has  helped  me  to  love,  honor  and  sustain  the  General 
Authorities  of  the  church.  He  has  helped  me  to  be  respectful  of  other  people.  Despite  all 
his  work  he  set  an  example  by  helping  Mom  so  that  we  saw  them  working  as  a  team. 
Often  after  a  Sunday  dinner  he  would  insist  that  we  all  help  do  dishes,  and  he  did  the 
most.  He  also  helped  at  canning  time  and  with  other  work  that  some  men  felt  was 
exclusively  women's  work. 

As  I  have  tried  to  analyze  my  own  behavior  one  of  the  basic  factors  has  been  the  desire  to 
never  appear  to  be  false  or  something  I  am  not.  While  reading  Dad's  diary  this  was  also 
noticeable  in  his  writing,  so  he  has  directly  influenced  my  whole  way  of  thinking.  We 
disliked  any  degree  of  sham  or  pretense  in  our  family.  At  times  I  think  it  was  to  our 
detriment  as  it  limited  our  views  of  others  and  our  own  self-expression,  but  it  has 
certainly  been  a  dominant  force  in  my  life  and  one,  which  I  feel  has  many  virtues. 

Another  valuable  bit  of  training  was  Dad's  giving  us  responsibility  in  our  work  and 
helping  us  handle  our  own  money.  Everything  was  done  in  a  business-like  way  so  we 
knew  just  where  we  stood.  I  have  always  appreciated  this.  His  desire  to  avoid  debt  and 
unnecessary  buying  are  real  virtues  in  today's  world.  One  statement  Dad  made  provided 
real  motivation  during  high  school.  I  was  trying  to  justify  an  average  grade  and  he  said, 
"Average  is  just  as  close  to  the  bottom  as  it  is  to  the  top."  I've  never  forgotten  it. 

Mom  was  of  a  gentler  spirit  than  Dad  and  tended  to  be  more  lenient.  She  babied  me  I 
guess,  at  least  the  rest  of  the  family  say  so,  but  she  taught  me  that  there  was  a  higher  law 
than  an  eye-for-an-eye.  As  a  result,  my  early  life  was  relatively  free  of  conflict.  When  I 
came  home  from  school  complaining  about  teachers  or  criticizing  classmates  Mom  never 
sided  in  with  me  but  helped  me  see  the  other  side  of  the  story,  the  larger  view. 

During  my  first  year  at  the  Woodville  School  the  older  boys  would  tease  us  first-graders 
by  putting  our  hats  up  on  a  ledge  out  of  reach.  I,  along  with  others,  would  bawl  and  kick 
up  a  big  fuss.  Mom  said  this  is  all  they  wanted  and  told  me  to  not  pay  any  attention,  but 
tell  them  they  could  have  my  hat,  if  they  wanted  it.  I  doubted  her,  but  tried  it,  and  to  my 
surprise  found  it  worked.  I  got  along  fine  with  the  older  boys  after  that.  I  remember 


thinking  at  the  time  how  wise  she  was  and  how  some  of  the  other  things  she  said  might 
be  worth  listening  to  as  well. 

Mom  was  our  source  of  music.  She  accompanied  all  kinds  of  musical  groups  and  tried  to 
get  each  of  us  to  play  an  instrument  and  the  piano.  I  have  always  appreciated  the  musical 
training  I  had  and  have  wished  I  had  done  more  while  the  opportunity  was  present.  Mom 
was  entirely  unselfish  with  either  her  time  or  abilities.  Her  family  always  came  first  when 
sacrifices  were  made.  Often  money  carefully  saved  for  a  new  dress  was  spent  on  one  of 
us  kids. 

She  didn't  especially  like  farm  work  but  helped  in  the  hay  and  spuds  whenever  she  was 
needed  in  addition  to  cooking  wonderful  meals.  Bread  was  her  specialty,  and  we 
developed  into  a  family  of  bread  eaters.  We  often  had  extra  people  at  our  house,  and  at 
times  it  resembled  a  hotel.  Regardless  of  the  size  of  the  crowd  or  whether  they  had  been 
expected  or  not  a  good  meal  was  prepared  with  no  fussing  or  confusion  and  beds  were 
found  for  all.  She  also  served  in  many  positions  in  the  church,  always  responding  to 
whatever  call  came. 

Though  I  always  respected  my  parents  I  didn't  realize  completely  what  a  blessing  they 
had  been  to  me  until  I  went  to  college  and  into  the  Air  Force.  Then  I  found  their 
teachings  to  be  sustaining  influences  in  my  life.  I  also  saw  how  many  parents  lacked  their 
virtues  and  began  to  appreciate  them  even  more.  I  have  always  felt  that  "unto  whom 
much  is  given  much  is  required."  Because  of  the  qualities  of  my  parents  I  feel  that  the 
Lord  expects  much  more  of  me  than  he  does  of  many  others. 

About  the  next  event  after  my  birth  was  being  blessed  and  named  by  Dad  on  May  8th, 
1932. 1  haven't  heard  much  about  my  early  life  except  that  I  was  mean  to  Douglas.  I  fell 
in  the  ditch  in  July  1933  and  nearly  drowned.  Howard  and  Dad  pulled  me  out  and  I  was 
soon  revived.  My  earliest  memory  is  the  fall  of  1935  when  we  took  Howard  to  Moscow 
to  start  college.  I  remember  sleeping  in  a  saggy  bed  between  the  folks  and  nearly  being 
squashed.  I  also  remember  being  scared  of  the  basement  in  a  house  where  we  stayed  and 
being  afraid  on  a  road  near  the  edge  of  a  cliff.  I  guess  my  fear  of  high  places  began  early. 
I  can  also  remember  sitting  in  the  back  seat  of  the  car  alone  with  a  bib  on  eating  what 
seemed  like  a  huge  slice  of  delicious  watermelon. 

Grandma  Hurst  lived  in  Woodville  by  the  canal  and  I  sure  liked  to  visit  her.  She  always 
had  a  jar  full  of  sugar  cookies.  One  day  Lyman,  my  cousin,  was  in  a  tent  on  her  front 
lawn  while  I  was  outside  the  tent.  I  had  a  hammer  and  feeling  something  hard  hit  it.  It 
was  Lyman's  head  and  he  got  a  big  lump  over  his  eyebrow.  Grandma  put  some  butter  on 
it  and  soothed  his  anger  and  pain.  Her  old  stove  used  to  get  pink  when  it  was  hot  and  was 
fun  to  watch.  One  afternoon  we  walked  out  to  the  Hayes  Project  with  her  to  visit  Aunt 
Elize.  It  was  fun  going  but  a  long  way  home.  It  was  a  five-mile  round  trip. 

In  November  1936  Grandma  moved  to  Logan.  Dad  hauled  the  furniture  down  in  a  four- 
wheeled  wagon  that  whipped  back  and  forth.  The  next  four  years  I  looked  forward  to 
visits  with  Grandma.  In  the  wintertime  the  road  running  past  her  house  made  an  ideal 


place  to  ride  sleighs.  We  could  coast  for  eight  blocks  without  starting  very  far  up  the  hill. 
I  especially  remember  the  chicken  noodle  soup  we  ate  at  her  house.  I  don't  remember 
whether  she  or  Aunt  Lucy  made  the  noodles.  Anyway  they  had  some  body  to  them  and 
were  delicious.  Grandma  could  peel  a  whole  apple  without  a  break  in  the  peeling,  and  I 
sure  liked  to  eat  the  peelings  first  and  then  the  apple.  I  guess  Lyman  and  I  used  to  get  into 
lots  of  things,  because  she  would  call  us  "little  rascals."  I  always  thought  it  was  a  friendly 
remark  until  I  saw  its  meaning  in  the  dictionary  a  few  years  ago. 

The  same  fall  Grandma  moved  Dad  built  a  new  chicken  coop  where  the  garage  and  ice- 
house had  been.  He  used  to  have  an  icehouse  full  of  sawdust  where  ice  was  kept  for  the 
refrigerator.  I  remember  getting  ice  only  once.  The  teams  and  sleighs  were  driven  right 
out  on  the  Snake  river  and  big  saws,  about  like  timber  saws,  were  used  to  cut  squares  of 
ice.  The  ice  was  put  in  one  compartment  of  the  refrigerator  and  food  in  the  other.  We 
used  to  make  sure  the  door  wasn't  open  too  long  so  the  cool  air  couldn't  get  out.  To  this 
day  it  bothers  me  to  see  someone  leave  the  refrigerator  door  open  longer  than  is 
necessary.  To  get  back  to  the  chicken  coop  -  the  coop  was  built  out  of  split  logs  and  had 
a  loft  for  straw.  It  was  sure  a  beaut,  and  I  hated  to  see  the  chickens  mess  it  up.  As  it 
turned  out  I  was  to  spend  lots  of  hours  in  that  coop  -  not  all  of  them  happy. 

Sometime  near  1937  President  Heber  J.  Grant  dedicated  the  Firth  chapel.  We  listened 
from  the  grounds,  as  there  were  speakers  outside,  and  then  afterwards  went  in  and  shook 
hands  with  him.  It  didn't  mean  much  to  me  then,  but  President  Grant  has  since  become 
one  of  my  favorites.  His  statement,  "That  which  we  persist  in  doing  becomes  easier,  not 
because  the  nature  of  the  thing  has  changed,  but  because  our  power  to  do  has  increased" 
has  been  my  guide  since  1956,  but  I  still  find  it  hard  to  follow  as  persistence  and  will 
power  are  two  of  my  weakest  areas. 

We  went  to  Yellowstone  Park  nearly  every  year  of  my  life  until  I  entered  the  Air  Force. 
We  went  mainly  for  fishing  and  were  rarely  disappointed.  In  June  1937  we  were  with 
Grandpa  Jensen  and  Uncle  Arnold  and  ran  into  a  terrific  storm.  Lots  of  trees  were  blown 
down.  My  hat  blew  off  by  the  river,  but  Dad  recovered  it  near  a  bridge  built  for 
fishermen.  On  the  way  home  the  mountains  were  outlined  with  sheets  of  lightning.  While 
a  window  was  open  a  robin  blew  into  the  car  with  such  force  it  hit  the  other  window  and 
was  killed.  When  we  got  home  Mom  was  asleep  and  because  of  the  wind  had  a  hard  time 
hearing  us  knock.  I  wondered  it  we  were  going  to  get  into  the  house. 

The  trips  to  the  park  were  real  highlights.  There  were  always  lots  of  friends  and 
neighbors,  so  we  had  lots  of  kids  to  play  with.  Because  the  leader  used  in  fishing  had  to 
be  soaked  before  using  it  the  first  item  to  be  unpacked  was  the  washbasin.  All  the  leaders 
were  put  in  to  soak  while  the  other  things  were  unpacked  and  the  tents  were  set  up.  There 
were  always  bears  around  to  add  to  the  fun.  Tin  cans  and  pans  were  usually  left  on  the 
table  so  the  bears  could  be  heard  and  scared  away.  I  remember  being  very  hungry  once 
when  we  arrived  and  spying  what  I  thought  was  a  piece  of  cheese  on  a  table  quickly  took 
a  bite.  To  my  surprise  it  was  part  of  a  bar  of  Lifeboy  soap. 


Fishing  was  good  and  even  we  kids  caught  a  few.  One  evening  when  I  was  about  13  Dee 
and  I  were  fishing  off  the  sandbar  when  the  fish  really  started  biting.  We  didn't  even  have 
to  bait  our  hooks.  I  caught  15  and  Dee  caught  13  despite  our  lack  of  skill.  The  last  couple 
of  trips  to  the  park  haven't  been  very  fruitful  as  far  as  fishing  is  concerned. 

In  1937  I  wanted  to  catch  a  bear  so  Dad  fixed  me  a  lasso  out  of  a  shoelace.  He  kept 
asking  me  which  bear  I  wanted,  but  I  always  found  something  wrong  with  the  one  we 
were  looking  at.  Finally  he  stopped  the  car  and  we  walked  up  to  a  big  cinnamon-colored 
mother  bear  with  two  cubs.  Dad  headed  back  for  the  car.  After  looking  straight  across 
into  the  eyes  of  that  bear  I  lost  all  desire  to  catch  bears  and  ran  for  the  car  as  fast  as  I 
could  go. 

Our  farm  in  Woodville  was  a  good  one.  Originally  there  had  been  lots  of  trees  and  rough 
ground,  but  Dad  scraped  each  fall  until  all  the  land  was  tillable.  One  barren  area,  which 
was  too  high  for  water,  was  part  of  the  pasture.  Bull  thistles  grew  high  enough  they 
rubbed  my  legs  as  I  rode  the  horse  to  get  the  cows.  There  was  a  patch  of  willows  on  the 
ditch  nearby,  which  was  hard  to  get  rid  of.  Howard  burned  them  one  fall  with  a  hand 
burner.  They  made  a  good  place  to  pick  up  willow  "guns",  and  I  lived  in  a  world  of 
danger  while  getting  the  cows,  dodging  Indian  arrows  and  shooting  it  out  with  the 
outlaws.  The  ditch  and  thistles  gave  pretty  good  cover.  It's  a  wonder  I  remembered  to 
bring  the  cows  in. 

South  of  our  house  was  a  big  orchard,  which  was  cut  down  in  1937.  About  15-20  trees 
were  left  down  by  Grandma's  house,  and  I  ate  lots  of  apples  over  the  years.  Eldon  and 
Reed  Huntsman  and  their  gang  tried  to  make  apple  cider  one  year,  grinding  the  apples 
and  getting  the  juice.  After  the  orchard  was  pulled  down  a  big  row  of  Populars  was  left 
south  of  the  spud  cellar.  Dad  tried  to  burn  them  one  summer.  They  burned  all  night  and 
when  a  breeze  came  up  Mom  and  Dad  slept  on  the  haystack  as  sparks  were  blowing 
around  the  stacks  and  barn.  Mom  really  hated  fire.  Grandpa  Lufkin's  straw  stack  and 
barns  burned  down  when  they  lived  east  of  Shelley. 

Dad  used  to  get  our  firewood  and  occasionally  some  spare  cash  by  going  out  on  the  lavas, 
west  of  Woodville,  and  hauling  cedar  trees  back.  It  is  said  that  the  community  was  named 
Woodville  because  of  all  the  wood  that  was  hauled  to  Idaho  Falls  from  the  lavas.  I  went 
with  him  the  last  time  they  went  in  1938.  Molly  and  Nelly,  one  a  black  and  one  a  gray, 
were  hitched  to  a  sleigh  with  runners  on  it.  A  tub  full  of  coals,  some  hay,  a  can  of  water 
and  some  food  was  put  in  the  sleigh  box.  We  went  out  on  Hayes  Project  to  where  the 
road  turns  south  and  then  out  over  a  big  rise  called  "hogsback."  Dad  pointed  out  to  me 
how  it  was  shaped  like  a  hog's  back  when  it  is  lying  down  with  its  back  toward  you. 
There  was  lots  of  snow,  which  made  the  going  easy,  but  we  had  to  go  several  miles  to  get 
where  the  wood  hadn't  been  taken.  When  a  big  cedar  tree  was  located  brush  and  snow 
were  tromped  into  the  cracks  so  the  horses  wouldn't  step  in  and  break  a  leg.  Then  the 
team  would  pull  it  over. 

We  got  a  big  load  but  didn't  get  home  until  after  dark.  I  burned  my  finger  on  a  can  of 
soup  I  ate  for  dinner,  which  was  home  made  and  heated  in  a  tin  can.  Charlie  Dennis,  who 


worked  for  Dad  at  different  times,  was  with  us  on  the  trip.  It  was  real  cozy  to  snuggle 
down  in  the  heavy  blankets  on  the  load,  but  I  couldn't  relax  until  we  got  off  the  lavas,  as 
there  were  deep  pits  at  the  side  of  the  trail  and  sometimes  on  both  sides.  I  enjoyed  the 
trip,  and  when  I  got  home  some  airplanes  and  a  game  I  had  sent  for  with  two  Kellogg 
Corn  Flakes  box  tops  had  come  in  the  mail,  so  that  made  it  a  memorable  day. 

We  always  had  a  big  woodpile  and  every  night  Dad  would  cut  wood  for  the  furnace, 
when  we  couldn't  afford  coal,  and  for  the  kitchen  stove.  I  learned  to  hang  on  to  one  end 
of  a  saw  pretty  early  although  Dad  supplied  all  the  power.  Later,  I  learned  to  keep  the 
saw  straight  so  it  wouldn't  bind  and  even  added  a  little  bit  of  push.  There  was  a  family  in 
our  ward  named  Colbys,  who  were  lacking  in  brains  and  even  more  in  money,  who 
sawed  our  wood  at  times.  They  had  put  together  a  car  with  a  big  saw  on  the  back  and  cut 
the  wood  pretty  fast.  We  used  to  call  their  vehicle  a  Chevy-Ford-Buick-Dodge  car  as  it 
was  made  of  so  many  different  parts. 

My  job  for  many  years  was  to  bring  in  wood  chips  to  start  the  fire.  I  often  put  it  off  until 
after  dark,  and  then  I  was  afraid  to  go  out  and  get  them.  One  time  especially,  after  a 
birthday  party  on  the  Townsite  where  the  girls  told  us  ghost  stories,  was  I  scared  to  go  out 
into  the  dark.  I  put  a  note  on  Dad's  dresser  telling  him  I'd  rather  get  them  in  the  morning 
and  asking  him  to  wake  me  up  when  he  got  up  at  5  a.m.  He  thought  I  was  just  trying  to 
get  out  of  work  and  made  me  get  dressed  and  go  out  and  get  the  chips.  There  was  always 
a  yard  light,  but  my  imagination  made  things  pretty  spooky. 

I  had  lots  of  fears  as  a  kid;  a  few  have  carried  over  with  me  until  today.  The  older  kids 
that  came  to  play  at  our  house  talked  about  wolves  and  bears  being  down  in  the  basement 
until  I  was  always  scared  to  go  down  for  any  reason.  Once  I  was  locked  in  the  attic  in 
Huntsman's  old  house  where  they  told  me  a  "boogey  man"  was.  I  was  scared  stiff  and 
really  set  up  a  fuss.  Whirlpools  in  the  Snake  River  always  scared  me.  There  were  always 
some  near  the  bridge  during  the  spring  when  the  river  was  full.  I  was  glad  when  the  new 
bridge  was  built.  I  don't  know  when  I  picked  up  a  fear  of  bees.  It  may  have  been  in  1940 
when  we  were  riding  on  a  wagon  on  our  way  to  get  gravel  for  our  garage.  We  got  into  a 
bunch  of  wild  bees.  The  first  I  noticed  them  was  when  Charlie  Dennis,  who  was  working 
for  Dad  again,  began  combing  bees  out  of  his  hair,  which  was  so  long  the  bees  couldn't 
sting  him  through  it.  I  was  stung  between  the  eyes,  among  other  places,  and  the  next 
morning  both  of  my  eyes  were  swollen  shut.  I  couldn't  see  for  a  day  and  it  took  all 
summer  for  the  swelling  to  go  down.  I  looked  like  a  Chinaman. 

I've  already  mentioned  my  fear  of  high  places.  I  got  just  as  scared  when  others  were  in 
high  places  as  when  I  was.  When  Dad  or  Eldon  changed  the  globe  in  our  yard  light  on  top 
of  the  barn  I  would  just  as  soon  not  be  around.  On  our  trip  East  in  1940  we  crossed  the 
Royal  Gorge  in  Colorado,  which  was  a  very  deep  canyon.  I  could  see  through  the  cracks 
between  the  planks  and  ran  over  to  the  other  end  of  the  bridge  to  wait  for  the  others  to 
quit  looking  down  over  the  side  of  the  bridge.  In  the  Washington  Monument  I  was  afraid 
to  look  out  the  window  more  than  once  as  it  looked  a  long  way  down. 


In  the  spring  of  1938  we  started  building  our  new  barn.  The  old  one  was  small  and  was 
getting  rickety.  In  the  old  barn  there  were  stanchions  for  cows  and  stalls  for  horses.  The 
cows  were  fed  through  a  door  at  one  end  of  the  manger.  I  liked  to  stand  outside  that  door 
and  watch  them  chew  their  hay.  There  was  a  wire  to  help  hold  the  two  sides  of  the  barn 
together,  which  was  located  just  back  of  the  cows.  We  would  try  to  go  hand  over  hand 
along  it  from  one  side  of  the  barn  to  the  other.  There  was  a  stick  in  the  middle,  which  was 
used  to  twist  the  wire  tight,  which  stopped  me  for  a  long  time.  When  I  was  finally  able  to 
get  past  it  and  over  to  the  other  side  of  the  barn  I  felt  real  grown  up. 

The  new  barn  was  really  big  compared  to  the  old  one.  It  didn't  have  a  loft,  as  the  hay  was 
put  right  on  the  ground  in  the  middle.  On  the  south  side  there  were  stanchions  for  cows 
and  on  the  north  stalls  for  horses.  The  new  calves  were  kept  on  the  north  side,  and  a 
passageway  was  made  at  the  west  end  of  the  barn  under  the  hay  to  keep  from  having  to 
go  outside  to  get  from  one  side  of  the  barn  to  the  other.  It  made  a  fine  place  to  play,  as 
did  the  barn  when  it  was  full  of  hay.  One  day  before  the  barn  was  finished  Dee  climbed 
up  a  long  ladder  to  the  loft  door.  I  was  too  scared  to  go  up  after  him,  and  he  was  too  little 
to  get  back  down  or  have  enough  sense  to  be  afraid.  Mom  had  to  come  and  get  him. 

I  would  like  to  mention  the  influence  of  my  brothers  and  sisters.  There  has  always  been  a 
respect  and  consideration  shown  to  one  another  that  is  often  missing  in  many  families. 
All  of  them  included  me  in  their  activities,  even  though  I  must  have  been  an  interference 
most  of  the  time.  During  lots  of  parties  in  our  home  I  was  permitted  to  stay  in  the  front 
room  rather  than  being  kept  in  the  kitchen.  Rena  sometimes  took  me  with  her  when  the 
"Children  of  Israel",  as  Dad  called  one  group  of  her  friends,  took  her  for  a  ride.  I  was 
with  them  the  afternoon  word  was  received  that  my  cousin,  Willard  Morris,  had  been 
killed  in  a  motorbike  accident. 

Rena  also  tended  us  when  the  folks  went  on  a  trip  to  Seattle.  I  had  been  acting  up  and  was 
sent  to  bed  in  the  crib  just  before  they  left,  but  she  let  me  get  up  as  soon  as  they  were 
gone.  One  night  when  Howard  was  tending  me  I  thought  he  had  gone  and  I  really  started 
bawling.  I  was  expressing  my  self-pity  to  our  little  Terrier  when  he  came  in  from 
checking  the  water  on  the  garden.  I  was  sure  glad  to  see  him  and  remember  his  concern 
for  my  feelings.  Eldon  took  me  to  his  high  school  football  practice  with  him  one  night. 
We  really  piled  hay  fast  to  get  through  in  time  to  go.  I  was  tickled  to  go  but  shocked  at 
the  language  of  some  of  the  players. 

Esther  and  I  had  a  special  relationship,  as  she  used  to  wash  the  cream  separator  while  I 
washed  eggs.  I  guess  we  had  our  share  of  squabbles,  but  I  remember  best  the  discussions 
we  used  to  have  about  everything  from  neighborhood  gossip,  which  we  greatly  enlarged, 
to  self-pity  when  we  thought  the  folks  hadn't  been  fair.  I  still  enjoy  just  talking  to  her 
even  though  we  don't  get  together  very  often. 

I  have  felt  close  to  Dee,  Dona  and  Marion  too,  although  the  relationship  is  different  when 
you're  older.  I'm  afraid  I've  tended  to  be  preachy  to  them.  I  especially  enjoyed  last  year 
with  Dee  here  at  school.  We  seem  to  share  each  other's  feelings  and  enjoy  talking  about 
teaching.  One  thing  we  can  do  is  talk.  We  may  not  say  much,  but  lots  of  words  come  out. 
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Most  of  my  relations  with  Dona  and  Marion  are  associated  with  the  farm.  It's  hard  to 
think  of  them  as  grown  up.  It  sure  is  fun  to  get  together  as  a  family  and  play  Pit  or  Rook 
or  just  gab  with  them. 

In  1938  I  started  school  in  Woodville.  The  school  was  just  across  the  street  from  the 
church.  There  were  three  teachers  and  eight  grades.  I  had  visited  school  quite  a  few  times 

before,  so  starting  seemed  quite  natural.  Miss  Hamilton,  who  later  became  Mrs.  Snell, 
was  my  teacher  the  first  two  years.  I  liked  to  read  and  mom  helped  me  with  my  reading.  I 
won  a  prize  in  the  second  grade  for  having  read  the  most  books  -  28.  Janice  Bischoff  was 
my  "girl  friend"  the  first  two  years.  No  matter  how  hard  I  tried  I  could  never  color  as  well 
as  she  could. 

The  school  building  wasn't  much  compared  to  present  facilities,  but  we  thought  it  was 
fine.  The  teachers  knew  and  were  interested  in  every  one  of  us,  and  that  sometimes  has 
advantages  over  lots  of  materials  and  little  knowledge  of  the  students.  The  furnace 
cooked  the  ones  near  it,  while  those  by  the  windows  froze,  if  the  wind  blew  when  it  was 
cold,  and  it  usually  blew.  The  floors  were  oiled,  which  sure  got  overalls  good  and  dirty. 
With  all  eight  grades  together  there  was  lots  of  association  with  older  kids.  Lots  of  the 
games  played  at  recess  and  noon  involved  most  of  the  school. 

Every  boy  was  initiated  through  having  a  "ride  to  heaven"  on  a  plank  down  in  the  furnace 
room.  The  older  boys  made  you  feel  you  were  being  lifted  up  to  the  ceiling  on  a  plank. 
They  blindfolded  you  and  by  them  bending  down  and  touching  the  top  of  your  head  with 
a  board  you  really  felt  up  in  the  air.  The  plank  would  be  rocked  for  added  effect.  Then 
you  had  to  jump  off.  By  this  time  I  had  learned  Mom's  lesson  already  mentioned,  so  even 
though  I  was  scared  to  death  I  jumped  without  too  much  fuss.  It  was  only  six  inches  to 
the  floor.  I  really  felt  proud  when  it  was  over.  I  was  accepted  by  all  the  "big  guys.'  Some 
of  the  kids  screamed  and  refused  to  jump.  They  really  got  teased  when  their  blindfolds 
were  taken  off. 

Each  spring  there  was  a  cleanup  day  where  the  morning  was  spent  cleaning  the  school 
and  grounds.  Then  track  events  and  a  softball  game  were  played  in  the  afternoon.  The 
first  and  second  graders  stayed  in  and  played  games.  When  I  was  in  the  second  grade  I 
made  such  a  fuss  the  teacher  finally  let  me  go  out  and  watch  the  ballgame. 

I  really  liked  softball  and  football  in  the  first  two  grades  and  thereafter.  I  never  was  much 
good  at  marbles  and  hated  to  play  for  keeps  as  I  usually  ran  out  of  marbles.  Some  of  the 
other  favorite  games  were  kick-the-can  and  boss  of  bunker's  hill.  With  a  storage  shed  and 
a  big  woodpile  plus  the  two  outdoor  toilets  there  were  lots  of  places  to  hide.  No  wonder 
our  clothes  got  dirty.  Once,  when  the  roof  was  being  re-tarred  the  fad  was  to  chew  a  piece 
of  tar  and  spit  like  you  were  chewing  tobacco.  The  tar  tasted  awful,  but  we  all  chewed  it. 
One  day  I  spit  on  the  floor  and  Mrs.  Snell  really  got  upset. 

After  being  in  the  third  grade  awhile  Mrs.  Hammond  suggested  I  be  moved  to  the  fourth 
grade.  With  three  grades  in  the  room  it  was  hard  for  her  to  keep  us  busy.  My  biggest 
regret  was  that  I  had  gone  ahead  and  outlined  my  entire  geography  book.  I  always  liked 


geography  and  I'm  sure  it  didn't  hurt.  When  I  got  into  the  fourth  grade,  which  meant  just 
moving  over  one  row  of  seats,  they  had  learned  the  multiplication  tables  and  were  on 
long  division.  I  couldn't  seem  to  get  either.  I  sat  with  Arnold  Killian,  and  he  finally 
taught  me  long  division.  For  quite  a  while  I  regretted  making  the  advancement. 

6  April  2006.  As  I  was  collecting  and  trying  to  organize  all  the  histories  I  have  I  ran 
across  a  continuation  of  my  life  story.  I  will  just  add  it  on  to  what  is  already  here. 

My  last  writing  was  about  being  in  the  fourth  grade.  After  I  started  the  fifth  grade  Mrs. 
Hammond  wanted  to  advance  me  to  the  sixth  grade,  but  the  folks  were  wise  in  rejecting 
the  idea.  As  it  was  I  was  always  younger  and  smaller  than  my  peers,  and  another 
advancement  would  have  really  hurt  me  socially.  I  was  always  glad  I  ended  up  in  the 
grade  I  did  because  I  felt  I  was  in  a  better  class  through  junior  and  senior  high  school  than 
I  would  have  been,  if  I  had  been  one  class  ahead  or  behind.  I  really  liked  my  classmates. 

Another  teacher  at  Woodville  was  Mr.  Clark,  my  sixth  grade  teacher.  His  reputation  of 
being  extremely  strict  preceded  him  when  he  came  to  Woodville.  He  was  small  but  very 
stern.  I  remember  three  things  involving  Mr.  Clark.  After  lunch  he  would  read  us 
motivational  stories  having  to  do  with  being  honest,  industrious,  kind,  prompt,  respectful, 
etc.  They  had  a  great  impact  on  me.  I  remembered  the  message  of  the  stories  several 
years  later. 

When  Mr.  Clark  was  teaching  about  inverting  fractions  he  suddenly  called  me  up  to  the 
front  of  the  room.  I  was  scared  to  death.  Standing  behind  me  with  his  hands  on  my  waist 
he  said,  "When  you  invert  a  fraction  you  do  this."  The  next  instant  my  head  was  just  off 
the  floor  and  my  feet  were  straight  up  as  he  held  me  in  that  position.  I  never  forgot  what 
it  meant  to  invert  something. 

The  third  incident  was  on  a  hot  fall  day.  Mr.  Clark  was  teaching  seventh  graders  and  we 
sixth  graders  were  studying.  A  bee  kept  hanging  around  the  nose  of  a  girl  who  was 
reading.  She  gave  no  indication  it  was  there,  and  it  looked  so  funny  I  began  to  laugh.  I 
tried  to  keep  quiet  by  looking  another  direction  or  thinking  of  scary  things,  but  every  time 
I'd  look  back  at  her  there  was  the  bee  darting  around  her  nose.  Mr.  Clark  gave  me  a  dark 
look  and  the  next  thing  I  knew  I  was  in  a  vacant  desk  right  in  front  of  him  with  his  knee 
on  my  head.  My  head  was  pressed  sideways  between  his  knee  and  the  top  of  the  desk 
with  my  face  pointed  toward  the  eighth  graders.  That's  how  I  spent  the  next  20  minutes 
or  so  while  he  completed  teaching  his  lesson.  One  of  the  eighth  graders  winked  at  me  and 
smiled.  I  remember  grinning  back,  but  I  made  sure  I  didn't  laugh. 

Mr.  Clark  was  a  good  teacher,  and  we  all  learned  a  lot.  We  felt  bad  when  about  mid-year 
he  became  ill  and  had  to  quit.  Because  of  the  war  teachers  were  scarce,  so  the  two  women 
teachers  each  taught  four  grades. 

By  the  seventh  grade  the  schools  had  been  consolidated,  and  we  rode  the  bus  to  Shelley. 
The  school  seemed  so  big,  because  now  there  were  two  seventh  grades.  At  first  I  hated  it 
because  I  was  separated  from  my  friends.  Dad  was  one  of  the  leaders  in  the  consolidation 
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effort.  Even  though  I  supported  his  point  of  view  during  some  bitter  arguments  about 
consolidating,  for  the  first  month  I  longed  to  be  back  to  the  familiar  surroundings  of 
Woodville.  After  a  while  it  was  okay,  and  I  could  see  the  opportunities  available  in  a 
larger  school. 

There  was  one  disadvantage,  however,  which  became  noticeable  as  soon  as  school 
started.  Because  of  having  three  or  four  grades  in  a  room  at  Woodville  we  learned  to 
listen  to  what  the  teacher  said,  especially  when  they  made  assignments.  After  you  had 
your  lesson  they  taught  the  next  grade  and  were  not  to  be  interrupted.  At  Shelley  the  kids 
fooled  around  during  the  lesson,  and  then  as  soon  as  it  was  study  time  they  would  go  up 
to  the  teacher's  desk  and  ask  questions  about  what  she  had  just  said.  Those  of  us  from 
Woodville  were  stunned.  Because  of  having  learned  how  to  listen  and  how  to  study  on 
our  own  we  all  got  top  grades,  even  those  who  were  slow.  It  didn't  take  long  though  until 
we  picked  up  the  same  bad  habits  the  Shelley  kids  had.  By  Christmas  we  were  acting  just 
like  them. 

My  seventh  grade  teacher  was  Miss  Tew.  My  friends  in  the  other  grade  got  Miss  Madsen, 
a  cute,  P.E.  type  teacher.  I  felt  sorry  for  myself  for  a  while  but  found  Miss  Tew  to  be  an 
excellent  teacher,  one  of  the  best  I  ever  had.  She  was  firm,  but  fair,  and  she  was  musical. 
She  encouraged  me  on  the  trumpet,  in  singing  and  I  even  wrote  a  poem  about  a  famous 
WWII  pilot,  Colin  Kelly,  that  she  published  in  the  school  paper. 

I  felt  her  firmness  once  in  a  valuable  way.  She  assigned  a  three-verse  poem  to  be 
memorized  and  recited  to  her.  I  hated  to  memorize.  Finally,  when  the  day  of  the  deadline 
came  she  said  I'd  have  to  stay  at  school  until  I  had  it  memorized  and  could  recite  it  to  her. 
Because  I  rode  the  bus  four  miles  I  was  sure  she  wouldn't  keep  me  in,  but  she  did.  After 
our  bus  picked  us  up  at  the  grade  school  it  went  to  the  high  school  and  then  passed  the 
grade  school  again  on  its  way  to  Woodville.  Even  though  the  bus  had  left  the  grade 
school  I  was  sure  she  would  let  me  go  in  time  to  catch  it  when  it  came  by  again.  She 
didn't.  I  began  to  realize  I  wasn't  going  to  get  to  go  home  until  I  got  it  memorized.  It  was 
a  great  lesson  for  me.  I  memorized  the  poem  and  passed  it  off  a  verse  at  a  time,  then 
walked  the  four  miles  home  and  got  chewed  out  by  Dad  for  not  being  there  to  do  chores. 
He  supported  Miss  Tew  completely,  so  I  got  no  sympathy  at  home.  In  later  years  when  I 
was  asked  to  recall  my  best  teacher  Miss  Tew  topped  my  list. 

My  eighth  grade  experience  was  a  far  cry  from  my  seventh  grade.  It  began  well  as  a  Mr. 
Hyde  was  our  excellent  teacher  for  about  two  months.  Then  he  was  drafted  into  the 
military.  They  then  brought  in  a  man  who  had  operated  a  roller-skating  rink  and  who  had 
no  teaching  experience  at  all.  The  rest  of  the  year  was  pandemonium  and  I  contributed 
my  share.  One  time  while  the  teacher  was  out  of  the  room  another  boy  and  I  hung  the 
teacher's  chair,  tied  to  the  window  blind  cord,  out  the  window,  hid  his  desk  in  the  supply 
room,  dumped  the  shavings  from  the  pencil  sharpener  on  the  floor  where  his  desk  had 
been  and  put  a  sign  saying  "Termites!"  on  top  of  the  shavings.  Our  class  was  so  loyal  to 
each  other  nobody  would  tell  on  anyone,  and  many  unfortunate,  but  often  funny,  things 
happened.  Once  when  we  had  an  important  test  coming  up  I  purposely  got  myself  kicked 
out  into  the  hall  where  it  was  quiet  and  I  could  study.  During  the  seventh  and  eighth 
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grades  I  was  the  Desk  Sergeant  and  the  Captain  of  the  school  police.  I  took  my 
assignments  seriously  and  with  pride. 

When  I  see  kids  do  dumb  things  I  can't  be  too  critical,  if  I  think  of  some  of  the  things  I 
did  and  the  immature  thinking  I  used  at  the  time.  An  incident  happened  when  I  was  five 
or  six  that  I  still  remember  quite  vividly.  We  went  to  a  picture  show  only  about  once  a 
year,  and  to  go  was  a  wondrous  event.  We  were  finally  going  to  get  to  go.  It  was  like 
waiting  for  Christmas.  Right  after  we  left  home  for  Shelley  somebody  stopped  us  and 
told  Dad  a  little  Frongner  boy  was  missing,  and  they  were  afraid  he  had  fallen  into  the 
canal  that  ran  by  their  place.  Dad  was  the  Bishop  at  that  time.  We  drove  up  to  Frongner' s, 
and  everybody  was  searching  frantically  for  him.  When  Dad  said  we  couldn't  go  to  the 
show  because  he'd  have  to  help  look  for  the  boy  I  felt  truly  deprived.  I  said,  "Can't  we  go 
to  the  show  and  then  you  could  come  back  after  and  look  for  him?"  I  don't  remember 
what  was  said,  but  from  the  looks  on  everybody's  face  I  knew  that  what  I  said  was 
heresy.  For  several  hours  and  even  days  I  really  felt  cheated  but  didn't  dare  say  much.  As 
I  remembered  my  reaction  in  later  years  I  felt  guilty  for  being  so  selfish. 

Another  incident  that  caused  me  lots  of  sleeplessness  was  when  I  took  Dad's  fishing  pole 
to  go  fishing  on  the  Snake  River  up  by  the  old  power  dam.  Dad  let  us  use  the  second 
fishing  pole  any  time  we  wanted,  but  it  seemed  like  it  was  understood  that  we  weren't  to 
use  his,  and  besides,  in  our  family  you  never  borrowed  anything  from  anybody  without 
asking  them.  I  once  wanted  to  use  Eldon's  ball  glove,  which  was  in  his  drawer,  but  didn't 
dare  until  he  came  back  several  days  later,  because  he  wasn't  there  to  ask.  I  rationalized 
to  the  point  I  took  Dad's  pole,  feeling  guilty  all  the  while.  The  road  was  gravely  and 
bumpy  as  we  rode  on  our  bikes  and  just  before  we  got  to  the  river  I  noticed  the  handle 
had  fallen  off  the  reel.  I  was  sick!  I  retraced  my  steps  and  searched  and  searched  but  to  no 
avail.  I  tried  to  go  ahead  and  fish  but  couldn't  manage  the  line  without  the  reel  so  didn't 
catch  anything  and  felt  miserable  all  the  while.  I  was  sure  the  lost  handle  was  the  Lord's 
direct  punishment  for  my  disobedience.  I  didn't  dare  tell  Dad.  I  tried  to  find  a 
replacement  handle  but  couldn't  find  one  that  would  fit.  I  decided  to  earn  enough  money 
to  buy  a  new  reel.  Then  I  would  tell  him  what  happened.  In  the  meantime  I  worried 
constantly.  Every  night  for  well  over  a  month  I  had  trouble  sleeping  and  cussed  myself 
for  being  so  dumb.  Finally  I  told  Mom  and  she  told  Dad.  He  was  very  kind  about  the 
whole  matter  and  said  not  to  worry  about  it.  He  said  he  was  sorry  I  had  felt  so  bad.  I  was 
surprised.  I  had  expected  to  get  my  hide  tanned,  but  I  learned  a  great  lesson  about  taking 
things  without  asking.  I  also  appreciated  Mom  and  Dad's  understanding. 

The  third  incident  of  dumb  things  I  did  was  one  of  many.  On  a  Sunday  afternoon  a  bunch 
of  us  kids  were  playing  around  the  stack  yards.  A  long  ladder  was  leaning  up  against  the 
fence  around  the  calf  pen.  As  I  climbed  up  it,  it  became  top  heavy  and  tipped  over  the 
fence.  I  came  crashing  down  to  the  ground  inside  the  calf  pen.  It  nearly  knocked  me  out.  I 
saw  stars  and  blackness.  As  I  was  getting  up  one  of  the  kids,  Verl  Kotter,  said  in  a  bit  of  a 
challenging  way,  "That  hurt  you  didn't  it?"  Not  wanting  to  appear  to  be  a  sissy  I  said, 
"No,  it  didn't!"  His  rejoinder  was,  "If  it  didn't  hurt,  climb  up  the  ladder  again."  I  climbed 
again  and  had  a  similar  result. 

End  of  My  Life  Story 
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CHAPTER  2 


MY  FIRST  FIFTY  YEARS 


We  have  been  strongly  encouraged  by  The  Brethren  to  write  our  personal  histories.  I  had 
started  a  detailed  one  several  years  ago  and  got  up  to  age  eight.  I  want  to  make  this  one 
more  brief  and  yet  with  enough  detail  to  give  some  of  the  highlights  of  my  44  +  years. 
Today  is  September  5th,  1976. 

I,  like  Nephi,  was  born  of  goodly  parents.  I  always  felt  lucky  to  be  part  of  the  Risenmay 
family,  but  my  experiences  over  the  years  have  added  to  my  appreciation  for  the  parents 
and  home  life  I  enjoyed  during  my  early  years.  I  was  born  March  19l  ,  1932  in  our  home 
in  Woodville,  Idaho.  My  mother  is  Jane  Pitt  Lufkin  and  my  father  is  George  Henry 
Risenmay.  Mom  is  still  alive  and  in  good  health.  Dad  died  in  1966. 1  was  the  first  child  of 
my  mother  whom  Dad  had  married  after  his  first  wife,  Gladys,  died.  I  joined  two 
brothers,  Howard  and  Eldon,  and  two  sisters,  Rena  and  Esther.  Because  Esther  was  just 
three  years  older  than  me  we  were  good  buddies  and  talked  over  lots  of  things  as  we  grew 
up.  Later,  Douglas,  who  died  as  a  baby,  Dee,  Dona  and  Marion  were  born,  so  there  were 
eight  of  us  who  shared  many  good  times.  Dad  and  Gladys  had  lost  four  babies  who  were 
born  to  them. 

Growing  up  on  a  farm  was  a  great  opportunity.  Dad  was  a  hard  worker  and  there  was 
always  plenty  to  do.  Lots  of  times  as  I  was  growing  up  I  hated  to  do  chores,  hoe  the 
garden  or  haul  straw  on  Saturday.  Yet,  many  times  it  was  enjoyable  even  then.  Later,  I 
came  to  enjoy  work  and  was  grateful  Dad  and  Mom  taught  me  how.  One  thing  that  was 
strongly  emphasized  was  to  give  a  full  day's  work  for  a  full  day's  pay.  When  we  sold 
eggs  we  always  gave  13  eggs  for  the  price  of  a  dozen. 

My  dad  was  always  my  ideal,  though  at  times  I  was  afraid  of  him.  During  my  teen  years 
when  it  was  fashionable  to  run  parents  down  I  secretly  admired  mine  and  wanted  to  be 
like  Dad. 

My  parents  were  both  very  active  in  church  and  community  affairs.  Dad  was  the  Bishop 
when  he  married  Mom  and  was  Bishop  for  twelve  years.  He  was  also  on  the  canal,  potato 
growers,  and  dairyman's  association  boards,  so  he  gave  lots  of  time.  Mom  was  an 
excellent  accompanist  and  spent  lots  of  hours  playing  for  church,  funerals,  parties,  etc. 
She  also  held  all  kinds  of  positions  in  the  church.  These  responsibilities  were  taken  in 
stride  and  I  was  taught  and  shown  that  both  church  and  community  service  was  the 
expected  way  of  life. 
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Our  family  was  close  and  my  older  brothers  and  sisters  were  especially  good  to  me.  I 
often  went  with  them  to  their  activities.  Most  wintry  nights  we  were  together  sitting  by  a 
heat  register  reading.  We  also  enjoyed  listening  to  programs  on  the  radio.  Our 
imaginations  made  things  much  more  fantastic  than  they  can  be  made  on  TV.  As  we 
milked  cows  or  worked  in  the  fields  together  we  always  talked  and  much  of  my  early 
education  came  in  this  informal  way. 

One  thing  I  want  to  record  is  that  even  though  we  worked  hard  we  felt  part  of  our  work. 
Dad  took  our  plans  and  desires  into  consideration.  If  there  were  a  particularly  unpleasant 
job  to  do,  he  would  always  help  with  it.  He  never  made  us  do  it  alone. 

Dad  always  helped  Mom  with  canning  and  other  big  projects.  The  whole  family  worked 
together  to  can  peas,  beans,  peaches,  applesauce  or  whatever.  After  Sunday  dinner  Dad 
would  be  the  first  one  to  start  washing  dishes.  I  thought  all  men  were  as  considerate  of 
their  wives,  but  I  was  to  find  out  it  just  wasn't  so. 

Mom's  specialty  was  bread.  She  was  an  excellent  cook  and  had  a  special  knack  at  turning 
leftovers  into  a  delicious  meal.  Because  of  The  Depression  money  was  very  scarce,  and 
we  learned  how  to  make  every  penny  count.  Mom  was  probably  the  most  unselfish 
person  I  know. 

Our  big  family  trip  was  an  annual  fishing  trip  to  Yellowstone  Park.  We  would  stay  in 
tents  and  later  cabins  and  used  to  catch  lots  of  fish.  Usually  there  would  be  several 
neighborhood  families  there  too,  so  there  were  lots  of  good  times. 

A  trip  that  had  a  big  impact  on  me  was  when  the  folks  went  to  Michigan  in  the  late  fall  of 
1940  to  pick  up  a  new  car.  They  had  planned  to  take  Esther  and  me,  and  when  some 
neighbors  decided  to  go  we  still  got  to  go.  She  and  I  occupied  the  space  of  one  person  in 
an  old  station  wagon  all  the  way  to  Flint,  Michigan.  We  saw  many  Church  History  places 
including  Nauvoo,  Carthage  Jail,  Adam-ondi  Ahman,  Hill  Cumorah  and  the  Sacred 
Grove.  I  can  still  remember  many  of  these  places,  and  the  visits  helped  give  me  a  feel  for 
events  in  Church  History  as  I  studied  it  in  later  years  of  my  life.  We  also  visited  a  meat 
packing  plant  in  Kansas  City,  Chicago,  a  car  assembly  plant  in  Michigan,  Niagara  Falls, 
Gettysburg,  Washington  D.C.  and  drove  home  through  the  South.  All  of  this  sparked  an 
interest  I  have  never  lost  in  our  country  and  in  geography. 

I  went  to  school  at  Woodville  until  the  seventh  grade  when  we  consolidated  with  Shelley. 
Mom,  who  taught  school  before  she  married  Dad,  had  taught  me  how  to  read  before  I 
started  school.  She  or  Esther  read  to  me  a  great  deal  and  I  grew  up  loving  books.  In  a 
small  country  school  there  wasn't  much  to  do  so  the  teachers  had  me  skip  the  third  grade. 
As  a  result  I  was  always  a  year  younger  than  my  classmates,  which  had  both  good  and 
bad  effects.  I  didn't  want  to  appear  brighter  than  others  and  over  the  years  I  picked  up 
some  poor  study  habits,  which  took  years  to  break  after  I  was  married  and  decided  to  try 
to  do  the  best  I  could  in  school. 
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I  attended  high  school  at  Shelley  High  where  I  was  active  in  sports  and  in  Ag.  My  senior 
year  I  was  President  of  the  Future  Farmers  of  America.  My  F.F.  A.  experiences  were  very 
worthwhile.  I  attended  conventions  in  Boise  and  Kansas  City  and  learned  a  lot  about 
leadership  though  I  didn't  apply  it  too  well.  I  received  my  State  Farmer  Award  my  senior 
year. 

September  3,  1978.  September  must  be  my  month  to  repent.  I  decided  today  to  get 
writing  on  my  history  and  had  forgotten  I  had  even  made  this  start.  I'll  try  to  get  it 
finished  to  date  and  then  return  to  the  more  detailed  history  I  started  to  write  for  a 
genealogy  class  at  BYU.  If  my  salvation  process  is  as  full  of  long  stops  as  my  personal 
histories  have  been,  the  Millennium  will  be  over  before  I  make  it. 

I  attended  college  at  Utah  State  Agricultural  College  in  Logan,  Utah.  I  had  planned  all 
my  life  to  go  there.  I  guess  it  was  because  of  our  family  ties  to  Logan  and  because  of 
Howard's  good  experience  there.  My  original  plans  were  always  to  farm.  I  planned  to 
take  a  two-year  agriculture  course  that  would  help  me  be  a  better  farmer.  I  always  felt  a 
little  sorry  for  students  who  didn't  know  what  they  wanted  to  become,  as  I  had  known 
from  my  early  teens  that  I  would  become  a  farmer.  At  the  end  of  two  years  I  would  be  old 
enough  for  a  mission  and  planned  to  return  to  the  farm  following  my  mission. 

Over  the  Christmas  break  in  1950  I  was  interviewed  by  Bishop  Kotter  for  my  mission 
and  planned  to  go  in  March  after  my  birthday.  During  January  a  stop  was  put  on 
missionary  calls  because  of  the  Korean  War.  At  school  the  only  way  to  avoid  being 
drafted  was  to  enroll  in  R.O.T.C.  That  was  an  easy  decision  to  make  and  I  stayed  at  Utah 
State  for  nearly  four  years.  I  was  commissioned  a  Second  Lieutenant  in  the  Air  Force  in 
1953  and  entered  active  duty  in  May  1953. 

I  enjoyed  college,  especially  after  I  became  closely  affiliated  with  the  Institute  of 
Religion.  It  was  my  home  away  from  home.  It  was  also  at  the  Institute  that  I  first  saw 
Carla.  I  can  still  remember  the  positive  impression  she  made  on  me,  though  I  was  not 
thinking  of  marriage  at  the  time.  Previous  to  this  time  I  had  never  planned  on  getting 
serious  with  anyone  until  after  my  mission.  After  I  realized  I  would  be  going  into  the  Air 
Force  I  allowed  myself  to  think  about  getting  married,  if  the  right  girl  came  along. 
Fortunately  for  me  the  right  girl,  Carla,  came  along.  I  also  realized  I  would  not  have  to 
live  in  barracks,  if  I  were  married  and  felt  it  would  be  a  less  painful  way  of  completing 
my  service  experience.  My  interest  in  Carla  grew  and  we  were  married  in  the  Logan 
Temple  September  12  ,  1952. 1  had  heard  people  say  that  marriage  was  a  real 
adjustment,  but  it  was  the  easiest  and  most  fulfilling  adjustment  I  ever  made  in  my  life. 

I  went  to  Lackland  Air  Force  Base  near  San  Antonio,  Texas  to  begin  active  duty.  I  was 
sent  to  Tyndall  AFB  in  Panama  City,  Florida  to  be  trained  as  an  Aircraft  Controller.  Our 
job  was  to  use  radar  to  guide  fighter  planes  to  intercept  enemy  aircraft.  While  I  was  in 
Florida  Carla  stayed  with  her  folks  at  Fielding,  Utah.  Rhonda  was  born  in  Logan,  Utah 
July  19th,  1953  and  I  was  a  proud  father.  I  was  assigned  to  Otis  Air  Force  Base  on  Cape 
Cod,  Massachusetts.  I  came  home,  picked  up  Carla  and  Rhonda  and  we  made  the  long 
drive  east  with  our  three-week  old  baby  in  our  little  blue  Chevy.  We  were  supposed  to  go 
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to  Italy,  but  political  unrest  held  us  up  and  we  never  left  the  United  States.  I  was 
transferred  to  Brunswick,  Maine  to  a  radar  site  on  a  Naval  Air  Station  where  I  spent  my 
last  eight  months. 

In  Maine  we  had  some  special  church  experiences  in  a  little  Sunday  School  that  met  in 
Bath,  Maine.  There  were  only  two  of  us  who  held  the  Priesthood  and  we  had  to  be  to  our 
meetings  or  there  was  no  sacrament.  It  was  a  good  growth  experience  for  me.  We  also 
experienced  two  major  hurricanes  while  in  Maine.  My  experience  in  the  Air  Force  was 
valuable  and  mostly  enjoyable,  but  I  didn't  want  to  stay  in  one  extra  day.  We  made  some 
lasting  friends,  especially  Dean  and  Arlene  Barton,  who  were  with  us  the  full  two  years.  I 
can  remember  the  exhilaration  of  driving  home  and  seeing  the  mountains  in  Wyoming. 
Home  never  looked  better. 

As  I  was  trying  to  decide  what  to  do  after  leaving  the  Air  Force,  because  I  had  to  wait  a 
year  to  return  to  the  farm  as  Dee  was  running  it  and  needed  the  crop  to  finance  his 
mission,  a  sentence  in  my  patriarchal  blessing  stood  out.  I  had  never  noticed  it  before.  It 
said,  "It  is  your  heritage  to  continue  your  studies  beyond  the  time  which  normally  young 
men  spend. ..."  Using  this  as  a  basis  I  decided  to  return  to  school  and  work  on  a  Masters 
Degree  in  agriculture.  I  still  couldn't  find  anything  that  appealed  to  me  more  than 
farming. 

Ann  was  born  in  Tremonton,  Utah  on  May  14  ,  1955  about  a  week  after  my  discharge 
from  the  Air  Force.  We  were  living  with  Carla's  folks  at  the  time.  I  was  invited  into  the 
delivery  room  by  the  doctor,  and  watching  the  birth  of  Ann  was  a  deeply  moving, 
spiritual  experience.  It  seemed  that  the  doctors  and  nurses  sensed  it  too.  I  had  a  clearer 
realization  of  what  a  mother  goes  through  to  give  birth  to  a  child,  and  it  gave  me  a  deep 
appreciation  for  Carla. 

We  spent  a  year  in  Logan  until  I  finished  my  Masters  degree  in  Animal  Production.  It 
was  a  good  growing  experience  for  me,  but  the  main  thing  I  remember  learning  was  that 
everything  written  in  books  is  not  true  and  all  authors  were  not  the  smartest  men  in  their 
field. 

I  looked  at  jobs  in  the  meat  packing  industry  and  other  agriculture  areas,  but  still  felt 
farming  was  best.  As  I  was  picking  up  my  grades  at  the  Institute,  Dr.  Richards  asked  me 
if  I  had  ever  thought  of  teaching  seminary.  Surprisingly  the  thought  had  entered  my  mind 
for  the  first  time  during  the  preceding  week,  but  not  seriously.  He  suggested  I  go  to 
Brother  Boyd  K.  Packer,  who  lived  in  Brigham  City,  Utah  for  an  interview,  which  I  did, 
though  not  with  any  serious  intent.  Brother  Packer  said  they  probably  didn't  need  me,  but 
that  if  I  ever  went  back  to  school  to  get  a  teaching  certificate  I  might  do  my  student 
teaching  in  seminary. 

I  spent  the  next  two  or  three  weeks  at  home  on  the  farm  in  Idaho,  but  a  seed  had  been 
planted.  One  day  after  things  had  been  going  badly  on  the  farm  I  received  a  call  from 
Brother  Packer  asking  me  if  I  was  interested  in  becoming  a  seminary  teacher.  I  turned  to 
Carla  and  said,  "We've  got  30  seconds  to  decide  if  we  want  to  be  seminary  teachers."  We 
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decided  to  do  it  and  three  weeks  later  were  in  Delta,  Utah,  a  place  that  took  us  ten 
minutes  to  find  on  the  map  after  we  had  accepted  the  job. 

Our  three  years  in  Delta  were  great  years  for  us.  Good  people  and  good  men  at  the 
seminary  helped  me  learn  how  to  teach.  I  was  unlearned  about  both  the  Gospel  and  how 
to  teach  it,  and  I've  never  learned  so  much  in  a  year  of  my  life.  I  looked  up  student's 
questions  every  night  and  answered  them  the  next  day.  I  also  learned  that  I  was  too  soft 
with  students  and  had  lots  of  discipline  problems.  In  my  second  year  of  teaching  I  started 
out  strict  and  tough  and  got  along  well,  but  always  had  to  deal  with  discipline.  It  was 
about  the  only  thing  I  didn't  like  about  teaching  seminary. 

During  our  third  year  in  Delta,  1958, 1  was  called  as  the  Second  Counselor  in  the 
Bishopric  of  the  Delta  First  Ward  to  Bishop  Ned  Church.  He  was  a  great  example  and 
friend.  I  was  overwhelmed  by  the  call.  Elder  Henry  D.  Moyle  interviewed  me  and 
ordained  me  a  High  Priest. 

Laurel  was  born  January  12  ,  1959.  We  lived  just  kitty-corner  from  the  hospital  and 
walked  over  to  it.  The  doctor  said  it  would  be  a  few  hours  before  she  was  born  so  I  left  to 
arrange  for  someone  to  teach  my  church  class  that  evening.  When  I  got  back  twenty 
minutes  later  Laurel  was  there.  The  doctor  hadn't  even  had  time  to  put  on  his  white  coat. 

We  left  Delta  during  the  fall  of  1959  to  begin  a  new  doctoral  program  at  BYU  in 
Educational  Psychology.  I  had  realized  that  I  didn't  need  to  just  learn  more  religious  facts 
to  be  an  effective  teacher,  but  rather,  how  to  teach.  I  had  no  great  desire  to  get  a  doctorate 
degree,  but  I  had  some  G.I.  Bill  eligibility  left  to  pay  for  my  schooling  and  agreed  with 
Dad's  statement  that  additional  education  always  pays  off  even  if  it  isn't  clear  just  how  it 
will  at  the  time. 

We  moved  to  married  student  housing  at  BYU  called  Wyview  Village.  Our  first  house 
was  a  two-bedroom  cracker  box.  We  had  to  reload  half  of  our  possessions  and  store  them 
because  there  wasn't  room  in  the  house.  The  next  year  we  moved  into  a  three-bedroom 
unit  and  felt  like  we  had  all  kinds  of  room. 

In  spite  of  the  cramped  quarters  our  years  at  BYU  and  Wyview  were  some  of  the  most 
meaningful  years  of  our  lives.  We  met  Alan  and  Barbara  Anderson  and  Glade  and 
Barbara  Howell  who  have  remained  as  lifelong  friends.  We  all  had  things  in  common. 
Everyone  had  at  least  three  children  and  we  were  all  going  to  school  on  limited  budgets. 
Because  I  had  the  G.I.  Bill  and  a  part-time  teaching  job,  I  felt  we  were  among  the  blessed 
ones.  I  taught  seminary  3/5th  time  at  Lincoln  Junior  High  in  Orem  with  an  excellent 
teacher,  Brother  Jack  Jones,  and  realized  how  little  I  knew  about  teaching.  The  next  year 
I  taught  religion  classes  one-half-time  at  BYU. 

Educational  Psychology  and  Counseling  were  new  areas  to  me,  yet  I  found  that  I  had  a 
natural  inclination  toward  them  and  liked  them.  About  all  I  can  remember  now  are  the 
great  learning  opportunities  I  had,  the  superb  teachers  and  the  good  friends.  It's  hard  to 
remember  the  continual  time  and  financial  crunch,  the  worries  about  my  ability  to  do  my 
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assignments  and  the  constant  decisions  about  what  we  were  going  to  do  once  I  finished 
school. 

In  the  fall  of  1961  Janet  was  born  in  the  Provo  hospital.  We  were  painting  our  house  in 
Wyview  and  Carla  said,  "I  think  we  had  better  get  to  the  hospital."  After  her  experience 
with  Laurel  we  got  to  the  hospital  right  away  and  Janet  was  born  less  than  an  hour  after 
we  arrived.  Rees  and  Joan  came  and  tended  our  other  girls  while  I  took  Carla  to  the 
hospital. 

I  had  always  planned  to  stay  in  Seminary.  As  a  result  I  didn't  dig  deeply  into  my  classes 
even  though  I  got  good  grades  -  mostly  A's.  It  showed  up  when  I  failed  my  final  written 
exam  for  my  doctor's  degree.  The  questions  were  comprehensive  and  I  wasn't.  Taking 
that  exam  for  eight  hours  while  I  knew  I  didn't  know  the  answers  was  one  of  the  most 
traumatic  experiences  of  my  life.  My  one  excuse  was  that  it  was  the  first  exam  given  in 
Educational  Psychology  and  I  hadn't  prepared  right,  yet  I  prepared  long  and  hard. 

Failing  the  test  left  me  in  turmoil.  I  felt  I  would  have  to  actually  work  in  some  counseling 
capacity  to  get  the  experience  I  would  need  to  pass  the  exam.  When  an  offer  came  to 
teach  seminary  in  Logan  we  jumped  at  it.  Our  dream  had  always  been  to  live  there,  so  in 
1 962  we  moved  to  Logan  to  teach  seminary.  I  thought  we  would  stay  there  and  forget  the 
degree. 

While  teaching  in  Logan  I  leaned  two  important  things.  First,  things  that  sound  good 
theoretically  don't  always  work  with  a  class  of  fifteen-year-olds.  My  first  semester 
became  one  of  my  most  discouraging  periods  in  teaching.  I  don't  think  I  was  a  poorer 
teacher  than  I  had  previously  been,  but  my  goals  were  much  higher  and  I  wasn't  reaching 
them.  Then,  through  a  wise  supervisor,  who  helped  me  see  what  I  was  doing  wrong,  it 
turned  out  to  be  the  best  teaching  year  I  had  experienced  up  to  that  time.  The  other  lesson 
came  about  because  I  overcommited  us  financially  when  we  bought  a  house  in  Logan.  As 
a  result  we  were  financially  pressed  more  than  at  any  time  in  our  lives.  Though  we  had 
lots  of  good  experiences  in  Logan  and  enjoyed  being  closer  to  our  families  the  financial 
pressures  left  us  with  a  bad  taste  in  our  mouths  about  Logan. 

One  night  during  a  talk  to  seminary  teachers  Brother  Harvey  Taylor  said  the  church 
needed  people  with  doctor's  degrees.  Carla  and  I  talked  it  over  and  decided  I  needed  to 
complete  mine.  I  couldn't  leave  it  half  finished  and  forget  it,  so  I  wrote  BYU  and  said  if 
there  was  ever  an  opening  in  the  Counseling  Center  I'd  like  to  return  to  gain  the 
experience  needed  to  finish  my  degree.  Much  to  my  surprise  an  opening  developed  that 
summer  when  one  of  the  BYU  counselors  was  excommunicated. 

In  the  fall  of  1963  we  moved  back  into  Wyview  Village,  this  time  as  full-time  faculty  at 
BYU  with  an  assignment  as  a  counselor.  It  was  a  great  growing  year.  I  took  my  exam 
and  Dr.  Robert  Egbert,  my  doctoral  committee  chairman,  said  I  did  well.  That  was  a  good 
feeling.  The  next  year  I  worked  half  time  in  Counseling  and  half  time  in  Testing.  As  I 
look  back  now  I  can  see  that  all  these  experiences  helped  prepare  me  for  my  work  at 
Ricks.  I  finished  my  dissertation  and  oral  exam  about  a  half-day  before  the  deadline  for 
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graduation.  I  received  my  Doctor  of  Education  degree  in  August  1965.  President  N. 
Eldon  Tanner  awarded  it.  For  the  third  time  I  wrote  in  my  diary,  "I  have  finally  finished 
my  degree.  This  is  the  last  time  I'll  ever  go  to  school." 

As  I  have  entered  the  account  of  this  experience  in  my  personal  history  it  sounds  like 
getting  the  degree  was  the  main  emphasis.  It  was  predominant,  but  there  were  so  many 
good  experiences  that  actually  outweighed  school.  I  had  great  times  with  Carla.  She 
supported  me  in  every  way  and  listened  to  me  unload  my  fears  and  worries  day  after  day. 
I  don't  know  how  many  nights  were  spent  in  bed  trying  to  make  decisions  about  what  to 
do  with  school  and  jobs.  They  always  seemed  to  work  out  naturally. 

We  really  enjoyed  our  girls  growing  up  and  getting  started  in  school.  We  enjoyed  our 
families,  those  in  Fielding  and  in  Idaho,  and  felt  their  interest  and  support.  I  enjoyed 
sports  -  playing  ball,  tennis  and  watching  BYU  teams.  Most  of  all  I  enjoyed  growing  in 
the  gospel.  I  was  called  as  a  counselor  in  our  married  student  ward  bishopric.  Bishop 
Melvin  Mabey  and  Alan  Anderson  were  great  to  work  with.  There  was  a  comfortableness 
and  closeness,  yet  an  openness  as  we  worked  together  that  I  had  never  experienced 
before.  I  was  especially  close  to  Alan,  and  he  became  one  of  the  best  friends  I've  ever 
had.  We  were  in  our  doctoral  programs  together. 

As  we  looked  for  a  job  I  remember  hearing  that  Ricks  College  was  looking  for  a 
counselor.  At  the  time  I  first  heard  about  it  I  remember  thinking  that  there  was  something 
special  about  the  circumstances  of  learning  about  the  job.  That  was  a  distinct  feeling.  I 
felt  almost  too  inadequate  to  apply.  Later,  two  jobs  were  advertised,  one  for  a  counselor 
and  one  as  Director  of  Guidance.  I  first  applied  for  the  counseling  position.  Later,  after 
being  built  up  by  a  colleague,  I  applied  for  the  job  as  Director.  Little  did  I  realize  that  the 
job  was  actually  a  half-time  counseling  and  a  half-time  teaching  position  and  that  in 
reality  I  would  be  the  only  counselor. 

We  debated  whether  to  go  to  the  College  of  Southern  Utah  in  Cedar  City  or  to  Ricks. 
After  driving  through  200  miles  of  sagebrush  to  Cedar  City  in  the  wrong  direction  from 
home  we  settled  on  Ricks.  We  felt  good  about  it,  but  I  came  to  Ricks  thinking  that  after  I 
gained  some  experience  I  would  like  to  go  back  to  BYU. 

We  moved  to  Rexburg  in  August  1965.  Housing  was  so  tight  we  were  glad  to  move  into  a 
college  owned  house  near  the  football  field  that  we  had  previously  rejected.  It  was 
crowded  with  all  four  girls  in  one  bedroom,  but  it  was  a  good  house  for  us  to  begin  our 
stay  in  Rexburg.  It  was  just  three  minutes  from  my  office. 

I  was  impressed  at  Ricks  by  two  things,  the  quality  of  the  students  and  the  friendliness  of 
the  faculty.  I  felt  right  at  home  with  both  groups.  The  faculty  was  like  one  big  happy 
family  rather  than  competing  with  one  another,  and  their  emphasis  was  on  teaching 
students  rather  than  on  their  own  accomplishments.  I  soon  experienced  feeling  "the  Spirit 
of  Ricks"  and  became  hooked  to  this  great  school. 
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May  8  ,  1979.  Another  long  pause  in  my  quest  to  complete  my  personal  history.  It  would 
have  been  longer  had  it  not  been  for  a  spring  snowstorm,  which  dumped  three  inches  of 
snow  and  made  it  more  comfortable  to  be  inside  that  out. 

The  first  years  at  Ricks  I  taught  psychology  courses  half  time  and  counseled  half  time. 
Again  it  was  a  year  of  growth.  Because  there  were  no  other  counselors  in  the  upper  valley 
I  often  dealt  with  problems  I  would  have  referred  to  others  at  BYU.  I  both  made  mistakes 
and  learned  a  great  deal.  I  often  thought,  "Fools  rush  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread."  Our 
Counseling  Center  and  classrooms  were  in  old  "temporary  buildings"  that  had  been 
hauled  in  from  military  bases.  They  were  cold  and  drafty,  but  we  got  along  fine. 

Dad  had  a  stroke  during  the  fall  of  1965.  He  gradually  went  downhill  during  the  year.  On 
my  birthday  in  1966  Carla  had  a  surprise  party  for  me,  and  the  folks  and  several  other 
family  members  came  up.  Dad  looked  punk,  but  I  was  so  thrilled  to  have  him  here.  I 
remember  him  standing  in  the  doorway  grinning  at  my  total  surprise  at  them  being  there. 
Two  days  later  he  had  a  stroke  and  became  unconscious.  Three  days  after,  on  March  24th, 
he  died.  When  it  was  over  the  doctor  said,  "Well,  he's  graduated."  Mom's  soft  reply  was, 
"And  with  honors,  too."  That's  how  we  all  felt.  It  was  hard  to  have  him  gone;  yet  his  life 
was  full  and  rich,  so  there  was  rejoicing  as  well  as  sadness. 

How  glad  I  was  that  we  had  that  last  year  with  him.  He  had  been  an  example  all  his  life 
and  still  is.  In  my  church  and  schoolwork  as  well  as  family  I  often  recall  what  Dad  did  or 
would  have  done.  I  have  felt  his  presence  at  times  when  we  have  been  doing  genealogy 
work.  Mom's  example  has  been  as  strong  as  Dad's.  She  handled  his  death  well.  Working 
at  the  temple  was  a  great  help,  but  also  hard  because  she  had  so  many  memories  of  them 
working  together.  She  has  stayed  involved  in  things,  especially  with  her  family.  How  we 
have  all  loved  her. 

Another  thing  that  isn't  very  important,  but  stood  out  to  me  during  my  first  years  at  Ricks 
was  playing  football  with  the  faculty  intramural  team.  In  high  school  I  learned  just 
enough  about  football  to  wish  I  could  have  played  another  year.  I  was  afraid  to  play  with 
the  faculty  because  several  had  played  college  and  even  professional  ball.  I  finally  played 
in  the  third  game.  On  the  first  play  Don  Rydalch,  who  was  still  a  great  quarterback,  threw 
a  pass  to  me  and  I  scored  a  touchdown.  In  the  next  two  games  I  scored  all  of  our  team's 
touchdowns.  I  felt  like  an  excited  little  kid,  and  I  lived  just  to  play  football.  It  was  just 
touch  football,  but  I  was  in  my  glory.  I  played  each  year  until  I  hurt  my  knee  and  couldn't 
run  anymore. 

In  1966  we  rented  Ralph  McBride's  home  while  he  was  at  BYU.  During  the  fall  of  1967 
we  started  building  our  home.  We  hadn't  wanted  to  build  on  the  hill,  but  the  Hammond's 
built  on  the  lot  next  door  and  encouraged  us.  Also,  it  was  the  only  lot  where  we  could  get 
100%  financing.  How  glad  we  are  now  for  where  we  built.  Our  neighborhood  is  as  good 
as  we  could  have. 

We  moved  in  during  February  1968.  The  night  after  we  were  all  in,  though  not  settled,  I 
sat  in  our  living  room  with  tears  of  joy.  How  beautiful  our  new  home  looked!  It  was  nicer 
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than  I  ever  thought  we  would  have.  Carla  and  I  planned  it.  She  took  a  class  in  house 
planning  at  the  college  and  knew  what  principles  to  follow.  Though  it  wasn't  very  fancy 
it  was  built  to  meet  the  needs  of  our  family.  We  wanted  a  place  the  kids  could  remember 
as  home  and  also  a  place  they  could  return  to.  We  didn't  see  how  we  could  afford  to 
build,  but  as  inflation  has  increased  it  was  one  of  the  best  decisions  we've  made.  We're 
still  living  in  it. 

About  two  weeks  after  we  moved  to  Rexburg  I  was  called  as  a  counselor  to  Bishop 
Chester  Hill  in  a  student  ward.  It  was  both  a  frustrating  and  uplifting  experience.  It  was 
uplifting  because  of  the  great  experiences  with  the  students,  but  frustrating  because  I 
never  went  to  church  with  my  family.  The  great  experiences  far  outweighed  the 
frustrations  though. 

During  early  1967  as  I  was  sitting  in  a  Devotional  at  Ricks  the  thought  came  forcefully 
into  my  mind,  "You  are  going  to  be  called  to  be  a  Bishop."  It  was  so  distinct  that  I  lost 
track  of  the  Devotional.  I  even  shared  that  experience  with  Bishop  Hill.  That  spring  five 
new  Bishops  were  called  in  campus  wards.  I  kept  expecting  a  call,  but  it  never  came.  It 
was  a  humbling  experience,  and  I  began  to  feel  like  maybe  I  had  been  seeking  a  position. 
I  felt  very  guilty  and  spent  a  lot  of  time  on  my  knees  seeking  forgiveness.  I  tried  to  put 
everything  I  could  into  filling  my  calling  as  a  counselor  and  we  had  a  good  year.  A  year 
later,  in  the  spring  of  1968, 1  was  taken  by  complete  surprise  when  I  was  called  to  be 
Bishop  of  the  College  Fourth  Ward. 

Being  a  Bishop  was  one  of  the  greatest  experiences  of  my  life.  I  know  what  is  meant  by 
the  mantle  of  the  Bishop.  You  receive  actual  added  capabilities.  I  felt  the  loss  of  it  when  I 
was  released.  My  greatest  challenge  was  keeping  a  balance  between  my  church  work  and 
my  family.  I  know  I  didn't  give  enough  time  to  Carla  and  the  girls  during  this  time.  I  sure 
learned  that  revelation  is  real  and  occurs  more  than  I  had  ever  realized.  I  also  learned  how 
great  the  principle  of  repentance  is  and  how  individual's  lives  change  for  the  better  when 
they  have  repented. 

During  the  1 969-70  school  year  I  took  a  Sabbatical  Leave  and  worked  at  the  new  mental 
health  center  in  Idaho  Falls.  It  was  a  valuable  growth  experience  professionally.  I  had 
some  first-hand  experiences  with  people  who  were  anti-LDS  and  came  to  see  more 
clearly  how  great  the  programs  of  the  Church  are  in  building  good,  rich  lives.  I  worked 
about  half  time  in  the  special  classes  for  students  with  emotional  learning  disabilities.  I 
really  enjoyed  working  with  them. 

At  Ricks  we  found  that  teaching  half  time  while  counseling  was  hard  to  do,  I  have  spent 
the  past  few  years  teaching  just  one  class  and  counseling  the  rest  of  the  time.  I  have 
enjoyed  it  a  great  deal.  I  don't  know  a  place  that  would  suit  me  better  than  Ricks. 
Working  within  the  Gospel  framework  makes  counseling  meaningful.  Probably  the  best 
thing  about  it  is  the  people  I  work  with.  It's  a  great  environment. 

I  have  done  lots  of  private  counseling  over  the  past  few  years.  I  have  learned  a  great  deal 
from  doing  it  and  it  has  given  us  a  boost  financially.  I  nearly  burned  out  in  1978  and  cut 
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back  a  great  deal.  As  a  result  I  have  had  more  energy  and  time  for  my  family.  A  few 
years  ago  I  was  on  the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  mental  health  center  and  also  the 
Department  of  Health  and  Welfare.  I  found  that  I  am  not  very  comfortable  with  some  of 
the  things  the  government  requires  in  their  organizations. 

My  greatest  joy  has  been  our  family.  We  have  really  enjoyed  one  another.  Carla  has  been 
as  choice  a  companion  as  I  could  ever  want.  We  have  had  some  trials  and  rough  spots, 
but  they  have  resulted  in  a  stronger,  closer  marriage.  One  morning  as  I  was  praying  it  was 
made  known  to  me,  just  out  of  the  blue,  that  we  were  foreordained  to  be  sealed  together. 
What  a  wonderful  and  reassuring  feeling  that  knowledge  brings.  Each  passing  year  gets 
even  better. 

One  of  the  things  our  family  has  enjoyed  doing  together  has  been  to  take  trips.  Three 
stand  out.  In  1970  all  of  us  went  up  to  Washington,  through  Oregon  and  then  down 
through  California.  It  was  a  totally  good  trip.  We  rode  cable  cars  in  San  Francisco,  visited 
the  Hearst  Castle  and  Disneyland.  Disneyland  was  even  more  enjoyable  than  we 
expected.  In  1973  we  went  to  Fort  Lewis,  Washington  to  represent  Ricks  College  at 
R.O.T.C.  Summer  Camp.  That  was  also  a  delightful  trip.  The  army  paid  for  it  and  invited 
our  entire  family.  We  found  the  Northwest  to  be  even  more  green  and  beautiful  than  we 
had  imagined  and  the  army  to  be  excellent  hosts.  We  all  learned  something  about  army 
life  and  watched  mock  attacks.  On  the  way  home  we  visited  Rena  and  Dell  and  then 
came  through  Moscow  and  up  the  beautiful  Lolo  Pass.  Another  good  trip  was  with  Laurel 
and  Janet  in  1975  when  we  combined  visits  to  colleges  in  California  with  a  vacation.  We 
visited  Barton's  in  Cupertino,  stayed  at  Uncle  David's  and  in  San  Diego.  We  re-enjoyed 
Disneyland  and  especially  Sea  World  and  the  San  Diego  Zoo.  We  were  also  humbly 
impressed  by  the  poverty  in  Tijuana. 

Our  kids  have  been  and  are  great.  They  are  always  doing  special  things  for  our 
anniversaries.  One  that  stands  out  was  in  September  1975.  (Another  long  pause  -  It  is 
now  May  14th,  1980)  The  kids  gave  us  several  envelopes.  In  one  was  some  money  to  buy 
a  hamburger  at  Darrell's  in  Teton.  A  second  had  money  to  play  golf  at  Aspen  Acres  in 
Ashton.  The  third  had  the  key  to  Grandma  Sutherland's  cabin  at  Macks  Inn.  When  we  got 
to  the  cabin  the  girls  had  decorated  it.  A  big  sign  said,  "Welcome  to  Honeymoon 
Cottage."  Menus  and  food  already  measured  out  were  provided  for  each  meal.  It  was  a 
great  time  for  us.  This  is  typical  of  the  special  things  our  girls  do  for  us. 

In  the  fall  of  1975  I  had  surgery  on  my  left  knee.  It  was  painful,  but  the  thing  I  remember 
most  now  is  that  it  came  at  the  time  of  the  baseball  playoffs  and  the  World  Series. 
Usually  baseball  is  too  slow  to  watch  on  TV,  but  while  I  was  convalescing  I  enjoyed 
every  minute  of  it. 

One  event  that  had  a  huge  impact  on  Rexburg  and  the  surrounding  area  was  when  the 
Teton  Dam  broke  and  flooded  the  area  on  Jun  5th,  1976.  In  summary,  I  saw  the  immense 
strength  of  the  people  as  they  battled  back.  I  saw  how  quickly  the  Church  mobilized  to 
give  help.  The  personal  help  from  thousands  of  volunteers  gave  the  boost  that  was  needed 
to  pull  the  people  through.  My  assignment  was  to  deal  with  the  mental  health  aspect  of 
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the  flood.  It  gave  me  a  real  testimony  of  the  strength  and  appropriate  reactions  of  those 
who  were  strong  in  the  Church.  I  worked  with  the  Interfaith  group  that  coordinated  the 
work  of  all  the  churches.  Though  I  came  to  love  and  respect  their  efforts,  I  came  to 
realize  even  more  fully  the  capabilities  of  our  leaders,  especially  our  Bishops  and  Stake 
Presidents.  My  experiences  with  nonmembers  were  valuable  because  I  saw  so  many  who 
gave  their  time  and  means  to  help  out  even  though  they  were  from  out  of  the  area.  The 
flood  had  a  big  impact  on  people.  For  about  six  months  it  was  all  that  was  talked  about. 
Shortly  after  February  it  was  laid  to  rest  and  came  up  only  occasionally. 

In  January  1974  I  was  called  to  serve  on  the  Rexburg  Stake  High  Council.  It  was  an 
enjoyable  experience.  In  1975  the  stake  was  divided  and  I  was  called  to  the  High  Council 
of  the  new  Rexburg  Idaho  East  Stake  with  Keith  Peterson.  I  enjoyed  this  assignment  and 
learned  a  great  deal  from  President  Peterson.  One  valuable  lesson  was  that  a  church  talk 
doesn't  have  to  be  long  to  get  the  message  over.  In  September  1978  I  was  called  by  Elder 
Gordon  B.  Hinckley  to  be  First  Counselor  to  President  Gordon  Thatcher  in  the  College 
Second  Stake.  This  has  been  one  of  the  most  enjoyable  church  assignments  I  have  ever 
had.  I  admire  President  Thatcher.  He  is  deeply  spiritual,  very  efficient  in  conducting 
meetings  and  yet  so  committed  to  the  church.  He  had  been  our  Bishop  prior  to  his  call  as 
Stake  President,  so  it  was  easy  to  accept  the  assignment  to  work  with  him.  Carla  has 
supported  me  completely.  Again,  it  has  us  going  in  separate  directions  on  Sundays,  but 
we're  handling  it  a  bit  better  than  when  I  was  a  Bishop. 

Another  meaningful  activity  in  recent  years  has  been  serving  on  the  school  board  for 
Madison  County  since  July  1978. 1  was  reluctant  to  run,  but  after  encouragement  and 
even  pressure  by  people  I  respected  highly  I  decided  to  run.  Even  campaigning  was  more 
enjoyable  than  I  thought  it  would  be.  We've  had  some  real  challenges  related  to  the  1% 
initiative  that  limited  spending  and  some  unpleasant  personnel  decisions,  but  other  than 
those  it  has  been  an  interesting  experience.  I've  really  enjoyed  my  association  with  the 
other  board  members. 

Another  enjoyable  activity  over  the  years  has  been  our  yard  and  garden.  Carla  and  I  enjoy 
planning  and  working  together  on  them.  I  get  a  real  sense  of  satisfaction  in  watching 
things  grow.  Each  year  it  is  fun  to  try  something  new. 

My  greatest  source  of  joy,  next  to  the  gospel,  has  been  Carla  and  our  girls.  As  I  have 
gotten  older  I  have  come  to  realize  that  about  the  only  important  thing  in  life  is  your 
family.  I  love  Carla  more  and  deeper  than  I  ever  knew  was  possible.  She  has  still  not 
fully  recovered  from  an  operation  a  year  ago,  but  I  love  to  be  with  her.  Last  summer, 
1979,  we  didn't  go  anywhere  because  of  her  surgery.  Our  golf  clubs  stayed  in  the  storage 
room  and  I  didn't  even  buy  a  fishing  license,  yet  we  were  closer  than  we  have  ever  been. 
We  enjoyed  simple  things  like  a  new  rose  bud  or  something  from  our  garden.  I  hope  we 
can  always  retain  that  closeness.  Carla  is  so  good  to  our  kids  and  our  grandkids.  She  is 
totally  unselfish  and  is  always  having  them  over.  I  appreciate  her  emphasis  on  the  family. 
We  would  like  to  serve  a  mission  together.  It  sounds  a  bit  scary,  but  ever  since  we  took 
Mom  to  the  MTC  in  Provo  we've  had  an  increased  interest  in  doing  it.  I  hope  we  can. 
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Dm  four  girls  are  gems.  How  I  love  and  appreciate  them.  They  live  as  they  should  and 
love  and  respect  us.  I  don't  know  how  we  could  ask  for  anything  more.  I  love  our  sons- 
in-law.  I  feel  right  at  home  with  both  Bruce  and  Max.  They  are  both  good  friends  to  me.  I 
especially  like  the  way  they  treat  their  wives.  It  looks  like  Layne  will  be  the  same  quality 
of  a  person  they  are.  We're  looking  forward  to  his  and  Laurel's  marriage  next  month. 

Our  grandchildren  are  a  constant  source  of  joy  to  me.  How  I  like  to  watch  them  grow  up. 
Sometimes  I'm  not  as  patient  as  I  should  be  when  they  won't  mind,  but  it's  so  fun  to 
listen  to  them  and  watch  them  play.  Now  I  know  why  grandparents  act  the  way  they  do.  I 
also  know  why  the  Lord  sends  kids  to  parents  who  are  younger. 

A  real  joy  now  is  Mom's  mission.  Her  faith  and  courage  in  going  and  the  renewal  of  her 
strength  have  been  a  great  testimony  to  all  of  us.  Also,  the  love  I  feel  for  my  brothers  and 
sisters  and  their  families  is  a  great  blessing  to  me. 

At  last  I'm  caught  up  on  my  history.  I'll  try  to  add  to  it  yearly  from  this  point  on  -14  May 
1980. 

March  14th,  1982. 1  finally  finished  typing  my  life  history.  It  took  me  three  years  to  write 


it  and  two  years  to  type  it.  That  gives  some  idea  of  how  slow  I  am  in  certain  areas.  Since 
my  50th  birthday  is  this  week  I  decided  to  catch 
send  copies  of  My  First  Fifty  Years  to  the  kids. 


my  50    birthday  is  this  week  I  decided  to  catch  up  the  past  two  years  of  my  history  and 


I  realized  I  had  left  out  two  very  significant  events  in  my  life  and  wonder  how  many 
others  have  not  been  remembered.  I'm  getting  old  enough  that  I  want  to  philosophize 
about  everything,  so  I  better  keep  the  record  brief.  I  need  to  be  like  the  writers  in  the 
Book  of  Mormon  and  write  on  metal  plates.  Then  I'd  write  only  a  few  paragraphs  as 
some  of  them  did. 

I  want  to  remember  the  thrill  of  experiencing  through  TV  man's  first  walk  on  the  moon 
right  while  it  was  happening.  That  was  a  monumental  event  and  an  indicator  of  the 
technological  advances  that  have  been  made  during  my  lifetime.  One  of  the  most  thrilling 
and  significant  announcements  was  in  June  1978  when  President  Kimball  received  the 
revelation  that  all  races  were  to  receive  the  priesthood.  It  was  something  I  knew  would 
occur,  but  I  didn't  feel  it  would  be  during  my  lifetime.  It  was  thrilling,  exciting  and  also 
very  sobering.  Over  and  over  I  felt,  "It  is  real."  "It's  happening  right  now."  I  felt  very 
clearly  that  other  prophecies  and  even  the  Second  Coming  were  very  real  and  as  they 
occurred  I  would  be  saying,  "It's  happening  right  now!"  I  was  so  glad  that  the  blacks 
could  receive  the  priesthood.  The  announcement  of  the  revelation  has  to  rank  as  one  of 
the  most  significant  events  of  my  life. 

In  May  1980  Mount  St.  Helens  erupted  spewing  ash  all  over  the  world.  Some  of  it  even 
fell  on  our  car,  though  the  amount  was  insignificant.  The  force  of  the  blast  let  us  realize 
how  powerful  the  forces  of  nature  are.  Howard  and  Dell's  crops  in  Washington  were 
greatly  affected  by  the  ash. 
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Laurel  and  Layne  were  married  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  June  20  ,  1980.  It  was  another 
special  day.  We  think  a  lot  of  Layne  and  his  family.  His  dad  and  I  served  together  on  the 
High  Council  in  the  Rexburg  Stake.  Prior  to  the  wedding  I  arranged  to  take  Laurel  and 
Janet  fishing.  Ed  Malstrom  took  us  to  Henrys  Lake  and  Hebgen  Lake.  It  was  cold,  but  we 
had  an  enjoyable  time  and  caught  a  few  fish  just  before  it  was  time  to  quit.  While  we 
were  eating  breakfast  Laurel  poured  her  hot  chocolate  into  a  cup  that  had  been  used  to 
hold  the  kerosene  for  the  stove.  She  burped  a  gassy  taste  the  rest  of  the  day.  I  gave  Laurel 
a  Father's  Blessing,  prior  to  her  marriage,  which  was  recorded.  It  was  a  special  time 
again  and  many  choice  promises  were  made  clear  to  me  to  give  to  her  during  her 
blessing. 

In  August  1980  Carla  and  I  took  a  trip  to  Missoula,  Glacier  National  Park,  Waterton, 
Cardston  and  then  down  through  Montana.  It  was  one  of  the  first  times  a  trip  wasn't 
dovetailed  into  school  business,  and  as  there  was  no  schedule  to  follow  it  was  totally 
relaxing  and  fun.  We  loved  Waterton  and  would  like  to  return  there. 

In  1980  our  school  superintendent  was  replaced.  It  was  a  time  of  great  personal  stress  for 
me  because  he  was  a  close  friend,  yet  it  needed  to  be  done,  and  as  chairman  of  the  school 
board  I  had  to  take  the  lead  and  be  the  spokesman  for  the  board.  It  resulted  in  several 
sleepless  nights.  Our  board  was  united  and  caring,  which  was  a  great  thing.  We  had  an 
acting  superintendent  for  most  of  the  year  and  then  found  a  man  from  Tacoma, 
Washington  who  would  give  the  district  excellent  leadership  and  has  already  done  so. 
When  my  three-year  term  was  up  in  July  1981  I  was  ready  to  be  replaced  on  the  board 
and  did  not  run  again.  I  enjoyed  my  experience  but  have  been  glad  to  be  relieved  of  the 
constant  pressure  of  decisions  that  needed  to  be  made  and  that  were  often  not  clear  in 
how  they  should  be  made. 

In  1980  we  bought  a  fireplace  insert  to  help  cut  our  heating  costs  and  for  security,  if  there 
should  be  a  power  failure.  Because  of  the  pine  beetle  infestation  in  Island  Park  wood  is 
plentiful  and  not  too  expensive.  I  really  enjoy  chopping  wood.  It  is  smoky  and  I'm  sure 
our  house  gets  dirty  much  faster,  but  we  enjoy  spending  our  winters  in  the  family  room 
being  toasty  warm. 

On  December  20  ,  1980  Laurel  and  Layne 's  baby  girl  was  unexpectedly  born  three 
months  early.  She  weighed  only  two  pounds  and  lived  only  two  days.  She  was  named 
Alisha.  The  burial  service  was  two  days  before  Christmas.  Laurel  and  Layne  were  so 
strong  and  faithful  through  it  all.  The  event  united  our  family  and  the  Walker  family.  We 
were  sure  glad  for  their  faith  and  caring  attitude.  Even  though  it  was  a  sad  occasion  that 
Christmas  was  one  of  the  most  meaningful  ones  we  have  experienced.  Christ's  birth,  life 
and  resurrection  took  on  a  special  meaning  and  the  many  kind  acts  by  family  members 
and  friends  gave  much  support  to  the  kids.  They  received  an  added  blessing  when  it  was 
found  out  the  biggest  share  of  their  hospital  expenses  were  covered  by  insurance  after 
they  had  expected  them  not  to  be. 

In  January  1981  I  had  a  five-week  period  during  which  I  felt  so  tired  it  was  difficult  to 
function  or  want  to  be  very  sociable.  As  it  continued  I  thought  I'd  sure  hate  to  spend  the 
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rest  of  my  life  feeling  that  way.  The  doctors  finally  decided  that  it  must  be  an  allergy,  so  I 
went  to  a  specialist  in  Idaho  Falls  and  took  the  prickly  tests.  I  wasn't  allergic  at  all  but 
had  some  condition  that  caused  a  sinus  drainage.  The  antihistamines  I  took  kept  me 
wiped  out.  I've  about  decided  that  I  had  something  at  first  and  the  rest  of  the  reaction  was 
to  the  medicine.  At  any  rate  I  gained  great  empathy  for  people  who  don't  feel  well.  I've 
learned  to  live  with  the  drainage  and  feel  pretty  good.  I  sure  hate  to  feel  sick. 

In  1981  Janet  graduated  from  Ricks  and  started  at  BYU.  She  did  well  in  school  and 
received  a  full-tuition  scholarship,  which  she  has  since  renewed  for  1982-83.  She  has 
gained  a  lot  from  her  schooling  and  has  been  living  with  choice  roommates,  which  has 
been  a  pleasant  experience  for  her. 

Since  Janet  left  for  school  it  has  made  a  real  difference  in  our  living  patterns.  I  always 
wondered  what  it  would  be  like  to  be  without  kids  at  home  and  have  been  pleasantly 
surprised.  I  have  enjoyed  very  much  being  here  with  just  Carla.  Though  we  miss  our  kids 
a  lot  and  are  always  anxious  to  have  them  come  home  whenever  they  can,  we  do  enjoy 
the  uncomplicated  life  of  just  two  people.  We  each  have  a  car  whenever  we  want  it,  the 
radio  stays  on  stations  with  soft  music,  there  aren't  as  many  schedules  to  meet  and  we  eat 
whatever  we  want  -  Carla  her  Shredded  Wheat  and  I  have  Raisin  Bran.  One  thing  I  really 
do  miss  is  someone  playing  the  piano.  I  like  it  whenever  one  of  the  girls  comes  home  and 
plays  it. 

Our  greatest  enjoyment  comes  in  visiting  with  our  kids  and  their  families.  Every  phone 
call  and  every  personal  visit  is  special.  I  hope  it  always  stays  that  way.  We  are 
anticipating  the  arrival  of  three  new  grandchildren  during  the  summer  of  1982.  They  are 
scheduled  to  come  about  a  month  apart. 

In  January  1982  Mom  sold  her  home  in  Idaho  Falls  to  Eldon  and  Velma  and  moved  into 
an  apartment  about  a  block  and  a  half  west  on  the  same  street.  She  is  pleased  with  it  and 
relieved  to  not  have  the  yard  to  worry  about.  We  are  happy  with  her  decision  and  glad 
that  the  house  is  still  in  the  family. 

I  want  to  share  my  feeling  about  being  fifty.  I  had  another  special  birthday.  Bruce  was  in 
the  hospital  recovering  from  surgery.  Rhonda  was  with  him,  and  Carla  took  care  of  the 
three  little  boys.  Rhonda  invited  us  to  her  house  for  lunch.  I  felt  it  was  an  imposition  on 
her,  but  she's  always  doing  thoughtful  things  like  that,  so  we  went  over.  Just  after  we  got 
there  out  popped  the  kids  from  Provo.  It  was  a  shock  and  a  pleasant  surprise.  We  had  a 
great  weekend  with  them.  Our  kids  are  great.  I  thought  turning  fifty  would  be  difficult, 
but  it  wasn't  at  all.  Not  at  all  like  turning  forty  was  for  me.  I  guess  I  had  thought  enough 
about  it  the  past  few  weeks  that  I  was  prepared  to  accept  and  even  enjoy  it.  My  heart  still 
feels  young  even  if  my  body  responds  more  slowly.  It  is  a  good  time  to  be  alive.  I  can 
still  get  excited  at  ball  games,  sad  at  sorrowful  situations,  angry  when  crossed,  enjoy  a 
good  laugh  and  thrill  with  spiritual  experiences.  I  hope  that  continues  for  a  good  many 
years. 
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The  years  1982  has  two  important  milestones  -  turning  50  and  being  married  30  years. 
My  time  with  Carla  becomes  more  special  all  the  time.  I  look  forward  to  sharing  many 
choice  events  and  situations  with  her.  She  is  a  wonderful  companion. 

My  life  has  been  filled  with  many  great  blessings.  Being  able  to  work  at  Ricks  is  a  choice 
privilege.  I'm  not  aware  of  anything  I  could  do  that  would  give  me  the  opportunities  I 
have  had  in  an  atmosphere  where  the  gospel  is  part  of  your  everyday  work.  My  church 
callings  have  put  me  in  the  company  of  devoted  men  who  have  become  close  friends. 
There  have  been  numerous  experiences,  which  added  to  my  testimony  of  the  divinity  of 
this  work.  I  know  that  if  we  put  the  gospel  first  in  out  lives  everything  else  works  out.  I 
also  feel  a  great  responsibility  for  "unto  whom  much  is  given,  is  much  expected."  It's 
exciting  to  live  in  this  day  and  age  when  there  are  so  many  evidences  that  the  gospel  is 
being  taken  to  all  the  world.  I  look  to  the  years  ahead  with  wonder,  excitement  and 
assurance. 
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CHAPTER  3 

MY  NEXT  TEN  YEARS  -  AGE  50-60 

As  I  approach  my  60th  birthday  it  is  time  to  update  my  personal  history.  I've  been  reading 
my  journals  and  decided  to  summarize  the  events  of  the  past  ten  years  by  topic  rather 
than  chronologically,  though  there  will  be  some  chronology  within  each  topic. 

The  older  I  become  the  more  my  life  centers  on  Carla,  our  family  and  the  gospel.  My 
love  and  appreciation  for  Carla  has  grown  immeasurably  over  this  period  of  time.  She  has 
shown  her  wisdom  and  common  sense  in  situation  after  situation.  I  value  her  opinion  on 
almost  everything  I  do.  We  see  many  things  from  a  different  point  of  view,  yet  come  to 
an  agreement  on  almost  everything  we  do.  We  take  a  long  while  to  make  decisions  like 
which  car,  trailer,  or  carpet  to  buy,  but  we  have  nearly  always  been  pleased  with  our 
decision.  I  have  come  to  enjoy  the  process  of  deciding  on  something  together  almost  as 
much  as  getting  the  item. 

Carla  has  made  our  home  a  beautiful  and  peaceful  place  to  be.  It  has  been  like  a  sanctuary 
to  return  to  from  the  stresses  of  work  and  church  assignments.  Each  change  has  made  it 
more  comfortable.  In  1983  we  put  in  a  beautiful  stair  railing,  a  dishwasher,  and  a  new 
carpet.  We  also  got  a  new  kitchen  table,  glider  and  hutch.  In  1988  we  changed  our  small 
upstairs  bedroom  into  a  den  or  study.  It  is  a  favorite  place  for  me  to  read,  write,  study  or 
nap. 

I  have  been  so  pleased  with  how  close  Carla  is  to  our  daughters  and  their  families.  She 
has  been  able  to  help  out  when  new  grandchildren  were  born,  except  when  they  came  too 
close  together!  They  enjoy  going  shopping.  A  great  day  for  her  and  them  is  to 
unhurriedly  go  to  the  mall.  They  come  home  refreshed,  renewed  and  invigorated.  I  would 
come  home  exhausted. 

I  have  always  felt  Carla' s  love,  but  never  as  much  as  when  I  had  heart  surgery  and  since. 
I  will  never  forget  the  look  of  love  on  her  face  as  I  was  wheeled  off  to  surgery  nor  the 
tender  care  and  concern  after.  Out  of  that  challenging  time  I  came  to  realize  how  deep 
and  steady  her  love  for  me  is  and  of  her  caring.  She  took  care  of  me  day  and  night  with 
no  thought  about  her  own  comfort  and  needs.  That  experience  seemed  to  weld  us  together 
more  than  ever.  I  can  truly  say  that  over  this  past  ten  years  my  love  for  her  has  grown 
even  more.  I  suppose  it  will  continue  to  grow  throughout  eternity. 

Since  my  50th  birthday  we  have  had  thirteen  more  grandchildren.  They  have  been  and  are 
a  source  of  great  joy.  In  1982  Jennifer,  Bryan  and  Ryan  were  all  born  fairly  close 
together.  While  we  were  in  Orem  to  attend  Jennifer's  blessing  we  got  a  call  about  Bryan 
being  born  in  Logan.  While  we  were  there  to  help  Laurel  we  received  a  call  that  Ryan 
was  born  in  Rexburg.  It  was  a  busy,  fun  and  rewarding  summer.  Bryan  and  Ryan  were 
blessed  the  same  day  and  eight  years  later  were  baptized  at  the  same  baptismal  service. 
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In  July  of  1983  Mark  Walker  was  born  in  Logan.  In  my  journal  he  was  described  as 
having  "darker  coloring  than  Bryan."  "...  a  beautiful  little  boy  with  dark  hair  who  would 
have  been  named  Katie,  if  he  had  been  a  girl."  In  March  of  1984  Angela  was  born,  "a 
pretty  little  girl  with  dainty  features."  In  August  Marianne  was  born,  "with  long,  dark  hair 
and  a  dark  complexion.  She  looks  like  a  little  Indian."  In  March  of  1985  "a  beautiful, 
black-headed  [Jamie]  that  weighed  8#  even"  was  born  in  Blackfoot.  Our  next  grandbaby 
was  Michael  who  came  in  October  1986  "with  big  eyes  and  reddish  hair."  His  birth  gave 
us  our  second  trip  to  Philadelphia.  We  got  back  in  time  to  catch  our  breath  before  going 
to  Provo  in  November  to  get  our  first  view  of  Melissa,  "a  beautiful,  dark-haired  baby 
girl."  In  September  1987  Kaylie  arrived  in  Rexburg  with  "quite  a  bit  of  brown  hair  and 
fat  little  cheeks." 

Our  last  batch  of  grandchildren  of  the  decade  include  Julia,  born  in  March  1988  in 
Pennsylvania,  "a  beautiful  new  baby  . . .  who  I  think  is  a  little  more  calm  in  her  basic 
nature  than  Michael,"  Melanie,  "a  long,  pretty,  round-faced  healthy  little  girl  with  quite  a 
bit  of  dark  hair"  born  in  September  1989,  and  Robert  Jay  (Robbie),  "a  cute  little  guy  and 
a  good  baby,"  born  in  September  1991.  So  far  as  we  know  no  more  grandchildren  are  on 
order.  We're  happy  with  our  nine  granddaughters  and  our  eight  grandsons. 

It  has  been  fun  to  watch  our  grandkids  grow  up,  though  the  challenges  of  living  in  this 
modern  world  sometimes  makes  us  want  to  keep  them  small.  They  have  introduced  us  to 
Sesame  Street,  Barbies,  singing  and  dancing,  and  lots  of  baseball,  basketball  and  soccer 
games.  We've  gone  through  baseball  cards  and  are  now  starting  to  get  into  driving  and 
dating.  Among  some  of  the  notable  accidents  are  Elliott's  leg  in  a  cast  at  18  months, 
Mark  Walker's  cut  head  and  chin,  Logan's  broken  collar  bone  and  dislocated  neck 
vertebrae,  Marianne's  eye  swollen  shut  from  a  bicycle  crash,  Logan  pulling  his  front 
teeth  out  by  getting  them  caught  in  a  basketball  net,  Michael  getting  his  badly  cut  tongue 
stitched  without  anesthesia  and  Melanie  dislocating  her  elbow. 

There  were  other  significant  family  events  during  the  decade.  While  Janet  was  teaching 
school  in  Provo  she  received  a  mission  call  to  the  Italy  Rome  Mission  in  1984,  then  had 
to  choose  between  serving  a  mission  and  marrying  Greg.  She  chose  the  latter  with  great 
results.  They  lived  near  Philadelphia,  and  Greg  worked  at  the  Philadelphia  National  Bank 
in  Center  City  commuting  by  train.  We  were  surprised  and  pleased  when  Greg  came  west 
to  work  for  Western  Wats  in  Provo.  They  bought  a  house  in  Orem  near  Ann  and  Max. 

Layne  graduated  from  USU  in  1983  and  was  assigned  to  teach  Seminary  in  Blackfoot. 
We  were  thrilled  to  have  them  so  close.  We  were  even  more  thrilled  when  they  moved  to 
Rexburg  in  1986.  It  is  great  to  have  two  families  in  Rexburg  and  the  other  two  as  close  as 
Orem.  We  enjoy  every  visit  we  have  with  our  kids  and  grandkids. 

Our  Jay  Risenmay  family  reunions  have  been  a  highlight  each  summer.  Our  most  recent 
one  was  in  1991  at  Payson  Lakes  in  central  Utah.  We  camped  out  in  the  mountains  for 
three  nights  and  had  a  great  time.  The  kids  got  good  and  dirty  in  the  black  mountain  soil, 
we  played  lots  of  games,  shot  water  balloons,  ate  great  meals,  had  a  campfire  program 
each  night,  played  in  the  lake  and  enjoyed  each  other  and  the  smelly  out  houses. 
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During  Christmas  of  1988  we  had  a  family  picture  taken  that  turned  out  wonderful.  We 
are  proud  of  our  family.  We  like  the  way  they  are  living  their  lives.  We're  glad  each  is 
buying  a  home.  Though  finances  have  been  tight,  they  have  enjoyed  having  their  own 
homes.  They  are  all  active  in  the  church  and  have  served  well  in  responsible  church 
callings.  Their  emphasis  is  on  their  families.  At  times  they  have  faced  greater  challenges 
than  they  had  ever  imagined,  but  they  are  doing  well.  Our  lives  would  be  empty  without 
them. 

The  past  ten  years  have  brought  significant  changes  in  our  extended  families  as  well  as  in 
our  immediate  family.  The  major  changes  center  on  Mom  and  her  health  problems.  In 
May  of  1982  she  broke  her  hip.  This  never  completely  healed  right  and  always  bothered 
her.  In  March  of  1985  she  had  a  stroke.  In  August  of  1986  she  attended  the  International 
Dance  Festival  with  us  in  Rexburg.  She  enjoyed  it  a  great  deal  but  had  to  leave  at 
intermission  because  of  the  heat.  Three  days  later  she  said,  "Something  is  wrong"  though 
it  was  hard  to  pinpoint.  At  the  end  of  August,  while  on  her  way  to  Washington  with  Dona 
and  Willard,  she  experienced  congestive  heart  failure.  They  rushed  her  to  the  hospital  in 
Ontario,  Oregon  where  she  appeared  to  have  recovered  only  to  have  a  massive  stroke, 
which  was  life  threatening  and  left  her  left  side  paralyzed.  She  recovered  enough  to 
return  to  her  apartment  and  later  be  at  Dona's,  but  soon  had  to  be  put  in  the  Good 
Samaritan  Nursing  Home  in  Idaho  Falls. 

We  didn't  think  she  would  live  until  Christmas.  She  spent  four  more  Christmases  there. 
Though  we  felt  bad  for  the  pain,  discomfort  and  limitations  she  experienced,  she  was  a 
great  blessing  to  all  her  family.  She  was  like  the  hub  of  a  wheel  keeping  all  of  us  in 
contact  with  her  and  with  each  other.  Verda  wrote  her  weekly  and  others  wrote 
periodically  and  made  frequent  contacts.  It  drew  our  family  together.  Her  local  kids 
visited  her  regularly.  We  visited  her  at  least  weekly.  In  spite  of  her  health  problems  she 
maintained  her  cheery,  pleasant  greeting  and  her  strong  desire  that  we  would  live  the 
gospel  and  teach  her  descendants  to  do  right.  Even  though  it  was  discouraging  to  see  her 
situation  it  was  a  great  growing  experience  for  us.  She  appreciated  everything  that  was 
done  for  her.  I  was  so  grateful  for  Carla's  care  and  thoughtfulness  of  her.  On  February 
25th'  1991  Dona  called  me  early  in  the  morning  and  said,  "Mom's  gone."  It  was  finally 
over  for  her.  Even  though  we  miss  her  a  great  deal  we  are  glad  she  has  gone  to  be 
reunited  with  her  loved  ones  in  the  spirit  world.  At  the  time  of  her  death  she  had  164 
descendants.  Those  last  few  years  solidified  my  love  and  appreciation  for  her  more  than 
ever.  What  a  privilege  it  has  been  to  have  her  as  my  living  mother  for  nearly  59  years. 

Mom's  illness  seemed  to  unify  our  family.  In  1988  we  had  a  George  Risenmay  family 
reunion  at  Wallowa  State  Park  in  eastern  Oregon.  Howard  and  Verda  were  in  charge.  All 
the  kids  were  there  but  Esther  and  Joe,  who  were  on  their  mission.  We  had  a  sacrament 
and  testimony  meeting  in  the  big  cooking  tent  with  over  eighty  in  attendance.  It  was 
impressive  to  have  family  members  bless  and  pass  the  sacrament.  I  was  impressed  how 
attentive  Elliott  was  as  he  passed  the  sacrament.  We  were  glad  for  that  reunion.  Howard 
had  heart  surgery  in  March  of  1989  and  has  had  limited  activity  since.  In  June  of  1989 
Dell  died.  How  glad  we  were  for  our  visits  at  the  reunion. 
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In  October  1990  we  had  a  family  reunion  of  the  100th  anniversary  of  Dad's  birthday.  We 
held  it  at  a  church  in  Shelley.  Each  family  brought  pictures  and  memorabilia  of  Dad.  For 
our  program  Dee  put  together  slides  combined  with  excerpts  from  Dad's  diaries.  It  was 
very  touching  as  well  as  informative  to  the  younger  kids  who  hadn't  known  Dad.  Mom 
was  able  to  attend. 


When  Mom  died  Rena  made  it  to  the  funeral  after  having  just  returned  from  Hawaii.  We 
hadn't  expected  her  because  of  her  serious  health  problems.  She  then  stayed  at  our  house 
for  a  couple  of  days,  and  we  had  a  wonderful  visit.  It  was  the  first  time  she  had  been  to 
our  house  in  Rexburg.  In  May  1991  we  traveled  to  Washington  with  Dee  and  Emmajean. 
It  was  an  enjoyable  trip.  We  stayed  with  Howard  and  Verda.  Rena  spent  most  of  a  day 
with  us  visiting  Steve  Hymas'  farm.  One  week  later  she  died  suddenly.  How  glad  we 
were  for  our  trip. 

Other  extended  family  members  who  died  during  the  past  decade  were  Grandma 
Farnsworth  in  1983  and  Uncle  David  Wood  in  January  1991. 1  imagine  there  will  be 
many  more  during  the  next  ten  years,  as  many  are  getting  pretty  old. 

Carta's  mother  lives  in  Fielding  between  Harvey  and  DeeAnn's  homes.  She  has  become 
legally  blind,  which  limits  her  activities  considerably.  Otherwise  her  health  is  relatively 
good.  We  have  enjoyed  stopping  in  nearly  every  time  we've  gone  to  Utah.  We  have  also 
enjoyed  her  and  Uncle  David's  visits  with  us.  We  will  miss  staying  at  Uncle  David's 
home  in  California.  So  will  Rhonda  and  Bruce.  They  stayed  there  each  January  when 
they  went  to  market  in  Los  Angeles. 

Other  events  in  our  family  included  Eldon  and  Velma  serving  a  mission  in  San  Diego  in 
1986-87  and  Esther  and  Joe  serving  a  mission  to  the  Chicago  Temple  in  1987-88.  Dee 
was  given  a  permanent  contract  to  teach  at  Ricks  beginning  the  fall  of  1989.  Earlier  he 
taught  here  for  a  year  filling  in  for  Mel  Hammond.  It  has  been  nice  to  have  them  live  so 
close  to  us.  However,  we  haven't  done  as  much  fishing  and  golfing  or  even  watching 
ballgames  together  as  I  thought  we  would.  Last  year  we  had  a  get-together  with  six 
Risenmay  cousins  who  were  attending  Ricks,  along  with  Paul  Risenmay,  who  happened 
to  be  in  Rexburg  that  evening. 

As  the  decade  opened  Carla  was  serving  as  Relief  Society  President  in  the  Rexburg  16th 
Ward.  As  I  overheard  their  presidency  meetings  at  our  house  I  was  impressed  with  their 
unity  and  genuine  concern  about  each  of  the  sisters  in  our  ward.  Carla  was  well  organized 
and  delegated  effectively.  She  quietly  did  countless  acts  of  service.  The  sisters  in  our 
ward  respected  and  loved  her.  After  serving  3  Vi  years  she  was  released  early  in  1985. 

I  began  the  decade  serving  as  First  Counselor  to  President  Gordon  S.  Thatcher  in  the 
College  Second  Stake  presidency.  Norman  Ricks  was  the  other  counselor.  Gordon  was 
very  spiritual  and  based  the  things  we  did  and  taught  on  his  study  of  the  scriptures. 
Working  with  the  college  students  was  invigorating.  We  were  a  close  and  unified 
presidency.  I  came  to  appreciate  how  the  diversity  of  our  High  Council  broadened  and 
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strengthened  the  presidency.  Because  President  Thatcher's  work  as  a  lawyer  was  so 
demanding  we  did  most  of  our  meeting  on  Sunday.  Our  days  were  long  and  full,  without 
even  time-out  for  eating.  It  was  an  energetic,  growing  experience  for  me.  We  were 
released  in  October  1983. 

I  was  soon  called  to  be  the  Teacher's  Quorum  Adviser  and  worked  closely  with  Joe 
Romney.  I  liked  teaching  the  boys,  though  it  was  challenging  to  motivate  and  discipline 
them.  I  didn't  enjoy  the  weekday  activities  as  much  because  often  several  of  the  boys 
would  not  show  up.  It  has  been  a  thrill  to  see  these  same  boys  grow  up,  go  on  missions 
and  then  come  home  from  their  missions  much  more  mature  in  the  gospel.  After  serving 
for  two  years  I  was  called  as  an  Assistant  to  Dr.  Alden  Packer  in  our  High  Priest  Group. 
This  was  a  choice  learning  experience.  How  I  looked  up  to  Dr.  Packer.  He  was  so  calm 
and  gentle  with  a  real  sense  of  humor,  yet  so  effective  in  reaching  each  member  of  our 
group.  He  impressed  upon  me  in  a  non-pushy  way  the  rich  blessings  that  come  from 
frequent  temple  attendance.  He  died  of  a  heart  attack  in  June  1987. 1  gave  my  first  and 
only  funeral  talk  at  his  service. 

In  August  of  1987  I  was  called  to  replace  Dr.  Packer  as  High  Priest  Group  Leader.  Within 
the  hour  of  when  I  was  to  be  sustained  it  was  put  on  hold  with  no  explanation.  The  reason 
became  clear  in  September  when  I  was  called  to  be  Second  Counselor  to  President  Tiny 
Grant  in  the  College  Third  Stake.  He  had  been  waiting  for  me  to  be  cleared  by  The 
Brethren  and  when  he  got  wind  of  my  new  calling  had  interrupted  it.  Mack  Shirley  was 
the  other  counselor.  As  I  look  back  this  was  an  additional  training  period  for  me. 
President  Grant's  leadership  ability  and  church  commitment  had  grown  tremendously 
when  he  served  as  a  mission  president.  It  was  a  fun  and  effective  time  of  church  service. 
We  started  every  meeting  with  an  update  of  sporting  events.  The  close  friendship  Tiny 
and  I  had  deepened  even  more. 

At  about  9  a.m.  on  Tuesday,  March  1st,  1988  Clayter  Forsgren,  our  Regional 
Representative,  stopped  by  my  school  office  and  said  Elder  Russell  M.  Nelson  of  the 
Quorum  of  the  Twelve  wanted  to  meet  with  Carla  and  me  in  Salt  Lake  City  at  3  p.m.  He 
drove  us  to  the  Church  Office  Building,  and  after  a  most  impressive  visit  for  both  Carla 
and  me  with  Elder  Nelson  I  was  called  to  be  President  of  the  new  College  Fourth  Stake, 
which  was  to  be  organized  the  following  Sunday.  The  details  and  the  feelings  that 
accompanied  this  call  are  in  my  journal.  Though  there  had  been  promptings  prior  to 
receiving  the  call  I  had  never  expected  to  serve  as  a  stake  president.  Before  being 
sustained  I  went  through  a  period  of  feeling  totally  inadequate.  Then  I  began  to  recognize 
that  I  had  been  prepared  by  my  previous  experiences.  A  scripture  in  Moroni  10:23 
became  my  guide.  It  said,  "And  Christ  truly  said  unto  our  fathers:  If  ye  have  faith  ye  can 
do  all  things  that  are  expedient  unto  me."  One  of  the  special  things  about  this  call  was  the 
way  Elder  Nelson  involved  Carla  so  much  in  the  call,  during  my  setting  apart  and  during 
the  initial  instruction  to  the  new  presidency  and  our  wives. 

This  calling  was  the  highlight  of  my  church  service  to  this  point.  My  counselors  were 
Karl  Edwards  and  Brent  Hill.  They  were  tremendously  capable  leaders.  We  became  a 
close-knit  group  along  with  our  Executive  Secretary  and  clerks.  The  experiences  we  had 
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confirmed  that  this  church  is  divinely  led.  We  felt  that  our  Bishops  were  the  key  people 
and  they  were  so  close  to  the  student  members.  All  our  efforts  in  the  stake  were  to 
support  them  in  reaching  their  members.  We  learned  that  there  were  many  good  people 
who  were  willing  to  serve  though  it  was  inconvenient  to  leave  their  families.  We  learned 
that  the  young  students  were  capable  and  served  well,  if  they  were  properly  trained.  We 
also  learned  that  Satan  is  very  active. 

A  highlight  for  me  was  to  have  Layne  serve  as  our  Stake  Sunday  School  President  and 
Bruce  serve  on  our  High  Council.  Another  highlight  was  to  receive  direction  by  The 
Brethren  and  especially  President  Hinckley  in  Area  training  meetings.  Our  close  and 
frequent  contact  with  our  Area  Presidency  was  instructive  and  uplifting.  We  were  the 
host  stake  for  our  four-stake  conference  and  Elder  Pinnock  stayed  at  our  home.  Planning 
it  was  scary  and  stressful,  but  his  visit  in  our  home  was  delightful.  Out  of  it  came  a 
greater  appreciation  for  The  Brethren  and  an  assurance  that  they  are  inspired  leaders. 
There  were  many  spiritual  promptings  and  confirmations  that  let  me  know  the  Lord 
actively  directs  His  work  through  revelation. 

This  marvelous  period  of  service  came  to  an  end  prematurely  when  health  problems 
forced  me  to  ask  to  be  released.  It  was  the  hardest  thing  I  have  ever  done.  I  was  released 
December  8th,  1990.  Karl  Edwards  was  called  to  replace  me. 

In  January  1991  I  was  called  to  teach  the  17-year-olds  in  our  ward  Sunday  School.  It  was 
most  enjoyable.  The  lesson  outlines  were  rich  and  appropriate  for  this  age  group.  In  July  I 
was  called  as  Ward  Mission  Leader  and  Carla  and  I  were  called  to  serve  together  as  stake 
missionaries.  It  was  much  easier  to  teach  Sunday  School  because  it  is  so  specific. 
Missionary  work  in  our  area  was  not  as  clear-cut  because  there  are  so  few  nonmembers. 
However,  it  has  been  a  valuable  education  to  me,  as  I  have  always  felt  less  comfortable  in 
missionary  work.  The  best  part  is  that  Carla  and  I  served  together.  We  had  a  great 
experience  teaching  the  New  Member  Discussions  to  an  1 8-year-old  convert  in  our  ward. 
Carla  is  still  teaching  Spiritual  Living  lessons  in  Relief  Society. 

We  wonder  what  kind  of  church  service  lies  ahead  of  us.  If  our  health  problems  would 
improve,  we  would  like  to  serve  a  mission.  Whatever  our  callings  we  want  to  do  more  in 
Family  History  work  since  we  took  a  class  about  the  computerized  Family  History 
programs.  We're  trying  to  decide  whether  to  get  a  computer. 

Though  my  work  as  a  counselor  has  had  a  big  impact  on  my  life  it  has  not  changed  too 
much  during  the  past  ten  years.  After  I  became  a  stake  president  I  discontinued  doing 
private  counseling.  After  twenty  years  of  seeing  clients  during  evenings  and  on  weekends 
I  decided  I  had  enough  counseling  just  seeing  our  college  students  and  church  members. 
My  private  counseling  taught  me  a  lot  and  brought  in  a  little  additional  income.  When  I 
first  started  I  charged  $5  per  session.  Now  it  is  $45  per  session,  though  most  therapists  in 
our  area  charge  about  $75. 

Our  load  at  Ricks  has  steadily  increased  and  the  severity  of  the  problems  has  increased 
also  as  families  have  deteriorated  and  conditions  have  worsened  in  the  world.  Counseling 
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is  still  very  rewarding  when  the  load  isn't  too  heavy.  My  biggest  challenge,  and  that  of 
the  other  counselors,  is  to  avoid  becoming  burned  out.  Dealing  with  tough  cases  is  some 
of  the  hardest  work  I  know.  Still,  there  is  great  support  at  Ricks,  and  it  is  a  real  plus  to  be 
able  to  use  the  gospel  in  our  counseling. 

We  went  25  years  at  Ricks  without  a  successful  suicide,  though  many  students  made 
attempts.  During  the  last  year  three  students  have  died  from  suicide.  It  is  an  indication  of 
the  instability  and  pressures  of  the  world  in  which  we  live. 

There  has  been  a  great  increase  in  knowledge  in  the  counseling  field  and  we  have 
attended  lots  of  professional  meetings.  In  December  1985  we  went  to  Phoenix  to  a 
conference,  which  featured  27  of  the  old  masters  in  our  field.  This  was  repeated  in 
December  1990  in  Anaheim.  It  was  special  to  watch  and  listen  to  the  men  and  women  we 
had  studied  about  during  our  counselor  training.  AMCAP,  an  organization  of  Mormon 
counselors,  provided  us  with  professional  growth  within  the  framework  of  the  gospel. 
We've  met  twice  each  year  in  Salt  Lake  City  just  prior  to  General  Conference.  I  served 
on  the  executive  board  for  a  couple  of  years. 

In  1986  Norma  Stoddard  retired  after  working  as  our  Counseling  Center  receptionist 
since  I  first  came  to  Ricks.  She  was  a  great  receptionist.  Her  replacement,  Karen  Hogan, 
has  been  superb.  Ricks  is  still  a  great  place  to  work.  In  addition  to  counseling  there  have 
been  numerous  requests  to  talk  to  church  and  community  groups  about  stress,  depression, 
building  marriages  and  raising  children.  In  1986  I  spoke  to  groups  of  farmers  whose 
spuds  froze.  After  hearing  about  their  terrible  losses  I  wondered  how  they  could  be 
anything  but  depressed. 

The  past  ten  years  hasn't  been  all  work  and  no  play.  In  April  1984  I  bought  a  new  ball 
glove  after  using  my  old  one  since  1950.  I've  used  my  ball  glove  only  twice.  It's  a  nice 
one  too.  I  would  have  been  a  much  better  player,  if  I  had  gotten  it  years  earlier.  In  May 
1984 1  ran  into  a  wall  playing  racquetball  and  separated  my  shoulder.  I  haven't  played 
since. 

I  have  enjoyed  gardening  a  great  deal.  Carla  thinks  I'm  a  real  mover.  I've  moved  one 
plum  tree  three  times  and  another  one  in  1991. 1  moved  the  raspberries  across  the  back  of 
the  garden  then  last  year  moved  them  to  their  original  location.  Carla  moved  strawberries. 
I  moved  asparagus  from  the  vacant  lot  into  our  garden.  I  cut  down  the  birch  tree  and  dug 
it  out.  I  had  our  grandsons  dig  out  the  Wealthy  apple  tree  because  it  was  damaged  by  Fire 
Blight  so  badly  and  the  apples  weren't  tasty.  The  same  thing  got  our  Lodi  transparent 
tree,  which  we  replaced  with  a  State  Fair  apple  tree.  I  dug  out  the  snowball  bush.  I'm  a 
bigger  mover  than  I  had  realized.  Our  garden  is  getting  smaller  and  smaller.  In  1990  we 
put  in  a  sprinkler  system  when  I  had  my  heart  bypasses,  which  saved  lots  of  work.  Elliott 
has  mowed  our  grass  the  past  few  years  and  has  done  a  great  job. 

We  had  three  good  trips  to  Philadelphia.  In  1985  we  attended  Janet  and  Greg's  wedding 
party  and  spent  three  days  in  Washington  D.C.  in  an  interesting  old  hotel.  In  1986  we 
made  a  trip  to  help  with  Michael  and  in  1988  with  Julia.  We  enjoyed  visiting  Philadelphia 
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and  the  beautiful  countryside.  We  even  rode  the  train  to  Center  City  and  saw  where  Greg 
worked  and  Independence  Square. 

In  1985  Max  and  I  floated  the  Snake  River  in  Wyoming  with  our  Varsity  Scouts.  I  fell 
overboard  and  floated  through  a  long  stretch  of  rapids  outside  our  raft. 

In  1986  we  began  something  wonderful.  We  borrowed  Dona  and  Willard's  motor  home 
and  stayed  at  Aspen  Acres  near  Ashton.  We  found  it  so  restful  and  relaxing  that  we 
stayed  there  in  our  camper  the  next  three  years,  then  bought  a  twenty-foot  trailer  and  used 
it  in  1990.  In  the  late  summer  of  1990  we  bought  an  extended  cab  Chevrolet  pickup  to 
pull  our  trailer.  Aspen  Acres  is  perfect  for  us.  We  rest  a  lot,  eat  a  lot,  sleep  a  lot,  read  a  lot 
and  golf  a  lot.  We  even  talk  a  lot  to  each  other  and  play  games.  It  takes  about  an  hour  to 
get  there.  We  spent  fourteen  nights  in  our  trailer  in  1991. 

Most  of  our  trips  are  to  Fielding  and  to  Orem.  We  enjoy  these  a  great  deal.  In  1986  we 
flew  to  Los  Angeles  and  had  a  wonderful  visit  with  Mom  Wood  and  Uncle  David.  We 
enjoyed  the  hot  tub  each  night  and  a  fun  day  at  Disneyland. 

While  attending  AMCAP  meetings  in  Salt  Lake  City  we  started  staying  in  hotels  near 
Temple  Square.  The  past  two  years  we've  especially  enjoyed  The  Inn  At  Temple  Square. 
The  first  time  the  Hammond's  and  Christensen's  were  there  for  General  Conference,  and 
we  had  a  good  visit  with  them. 

One  of  our  most  enjoyable  activities  has  been  our  family  reunions,  which  have  already 
been  mentioned.  Carla  and  I  have  also  watched  most  of  BYU's  basketball  games  on  TV 
and  of  course  I  have  watched  them  play  football.  We've  attended  fewer  activities  at  Ricks 
each  year  but  have  enjoyed  the  ones  we've  seen.  Our  decade  has  been  filled  with  pleasant 
activities. 

As  we  have  aged  health  has  become  a  prominent  topic.  I  separated  my  shoulder  in  the 
spring  of  1984.  That  fall  I  got  an  infection  in  my  elbow  that  caused  swelling  clear  to  my 
wrist.  In  1987  I  experienced  a  sudden,  severe  distortion  in  my  vision  while  driving  to 
Fielding.  In  1987  I  had  an  asthmatic  reaction  after  spraying  apple  trees.  Some  asthma  has 
recurred  recently.  In  1989  I  tore  a  muscle  in  my  shoulder.  During  the  same  time  Carla 
had  skin  cancer  removed  from  her  face,  and  her  sleeping  problems  have  continued 
despite  repeated  attempts  by  various  doctors  to  correct  them.  A  good  night's  sleep  is  a 
rare  occurrence  for  her. 

In  1989  I  experienced  some  irregularities  in  my  heart.  An  angiogram  showed  a  75%  and  a 
65%  blockage  in  heart  arteries.  The  doctor  treated  it  with  medication  and  a  low-fat  diet. 
Something  happened  after  I  thatched  our  lawn  on  the  1st  of  April  1990.  A  trip  to  LDS 
Hospital  in  Salt  Lake  City  showed  a  99%  blockage  in  two  arteries,  so  I  had  by-pass 
surgery.  The  surgeon  was  Dr.  Steven  Millar,  who  grew  up  in  Shelley. 

The  surgery  resulted  in  some  special  experiences.  I  will  never  forget  the  look  of  love  in 
Carla' s  eyes  as  I  left  for  surgery.  Having  all  four  of  our  daughters  there  was  touching 


35 


also.  Carla  took  such  good  care  of  me  following  surgery  and  still  does.  Our  love  has 
deepened  because  of  the  experience.  A  wonderful  blessing  took  place  with  her.  For  over 
six  weeks  she  slept  soundly  every  night.  Family,  friends  and  neighbors  were  so  helpful 
and  kind  and  did  a  lot  of  yard  work,  though  Carla  did  most  of  it. 

I  felt  I  was  recovering  well  when  on  Halloween  1990  I  had  severe  chest  pains  while 
teaching  a  class.  At  first  the  doctors  thought  it  was  a  heart  attack,  but  the  pain  was  later 
determined  to  be  due  to  esophageal  reflux.  The  experience  was  traumatic  enough  that  I 
got  released  as  Stake  President  to  help  reduce  stress.  I  am  now  fully  recovered  and  able  to 
do  normal  activities  as  long  as  I  don't  exert  myself  strenuously.  Walking  regularly  on  our 
treadmill  has  been  beneficial.  I  have  a  deeper  appreciation  for  good  health  than  I  have 
ever  had.  The  old  feelings  of  "It  can't  happen  to  me"  are  no  longer  present.  I  always 
thought  I'd  still  be  able  to  play  ball  with  the  family  at  age  85.  Now  I'm  not  so  sure. 

My  memory  has  deteriorated  markedly  during  the  past  few  years.  It  is  annoying  but 
seems  to  be  widespread  among  those  of  our  age.  Carla  has  the  same  problem. 

Great  world  events  have  taken  place,  especially  during  the  past  two  years.  During  the  fall 
of  1989  there  were  changes  in  Eastern  European  governments  beginning  with  Poland. 
The  Berlin  Wall  was  opened  and  later  dismantled.  I'm  sure  that  building  a  temple  and 
opening  missionary  work  into  these  areas  accelerated  the  changes.  In  August  1990  Iraq 
invaded  Kuwait.  In  January  1991  a  United  Nation's  group  led  by  the  United  States  went 
to  war  with  Iraq.  The  military  technology  was  amazingly  precise.  The  war  was  over  in  44 
days.  Kuwait  was  liberated,  but  Iraqi  leaders  are  still  causing  lots  of  problems. 

In  1990  there  was  an  extended  celebration  of  Idaho's  Centennial  with  lots  of  great 
activities  all  over  the  state. 

A  world-changing  and  totally  unpredictable  event  occurred  in  Russia  in  1991  when  there 
was  a  coup  and  Communism  was  overthrown.  It  was  hard  to  comprehend  such  sudden 
changes.  The  USSR  is  now  a  group  of  separate  republics  striving  to  survive.  The  great 
threat  of  Russia  has  been  significantly  reduced.  Now  the  United  States  and  other  nations 
are  trying  to  help  them  get  back  on  their  feet.  In  1990  LDS  missionaries  were  allowed 
into  Russia.  Before  the  coup  the  Tabernacle  Choir  toured  in  Russia  and  had  a  great 
impact.  It  is  easy  to  see  that  significant  changes  can  occur  in  a  short  while  in  the  world. 

This  last  section  will  be  mostly  a  listing  of  miscellaneous  events  of  the  decade  beginning 
with  us  getting  a  wood-burning  stove  in  1982  and  ending  with  metal  siding  and  a  new 
garage  door  in  1991 .  In  1985  Joe  Christensen  replaced  Bruce  Hafen  as  the  college's 
president.  1985  was  cold  with  -47  F.  and  several  nights  being  colder  than  -30  F.  In  1985 
a  new  hymnal  was  produced  by  the  church.  Also  in  1985  President  Kimball,  a  giant  of  a 
prophet,  died  and  President  Benson  took  his  place  and  got  the  church  members  to  read 
the  Book  of  Mormon. 

In  1986  we  bought  a  used  Buick  Park  Avenue,  which  has  been  my  favorite  car  of  all 
we've  owned.  After  fourteen  years  of  use  we  sold  our  Chrysler  New  Yorker.  In  1988  I 
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succumbed  to  pressure  and  got  a  Daytimer  to  keep  track  of  things.  Also  in  1988  we  made 
our  blue  bedroom  into  a  study,  which  we  use  frequently  and  enjoy  a  great  deal. 
Nationwide  attention  was  called  to  the  Yellowstone  Park  fires  in  1988.  About  half  the 
park  burned.  Smoke  from  that  and  other  forest  fires  covered  the  Northwest. 

In  1988-89  Ricks  celebrated  it's  centennial  with  major  projects  and  activities,  including  a 
statue  of  a  boy  and  girl  on  campus  that  captured  what  Ricks  is  about.  In  1989  Mel 
Hammond  and  Joe  Christensen  were  called  to  be  General  Authorities,  and  Steven 
Bennion  became  President  of  Ricks  College.  In  1990  the  College  Fourth  Stake  got 
computers.  In  1991  we  got  them  at  the  Counseling  Center.  I  still  need  to  learn  how  to 
operate  mine. 

A  lot  has  happened  in  ten  years.  I  look  forward  to  the  next  ten  and  expect  an  acceleration 
in  events  leading  toward  the  Second  Coming  of  the  Savior.  From  all  these  experiences 
the  two  foremost  things  are  the  deepening  of  my  love  for  Carla  and  my  family,  and  a 
stronger  assurance  than  ever  of  the  truthfulness  of  the  gospel,  and  that  living  it  brings 
peace  even  in  times  of  turmoil. 
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FOUR  MORE  WONDERFUL  YEARS  -  AGE  60-64 

This  update  will  be  written  on  the  word  processor  on  our  computer.  Using  a  computer 
represents  a  major  change  in  my  life.  I  am  still  not  very  skilled  but  have  enjoyed  using  it, 
especially  for  Family  History  work.  I  need  to  update  my  history  before  my  memory  slips 
even  more.  I  will  try  to  group  items  by  topics  rather  than  chronologically. 

My  60    birthday  caused  no  special  problem.  I  remembered  how  Mom,  in  the  rest  home, 
said  that  even  though  her  body  was  not  working  well  and  was  very  old  her  spirit  felt  very 
young  just  likes  she  felt  when  she  was  a  young  woman.  That's  how  I  feel.  As  my  body 
continues  to  deteriorate  my  spirit  feels  young,  energetic  and  excited  about  many  things. 

A  major  change  occurred  with  my  retirement  from  Ricks  at  the  end  of  August  1994. 
When  a  new  early  retirement  plan  was  announced  at  Ricks  during  the  fall  of  1993  I  didn't 
give  it  much  thought  but  later  decided  to  consider  it,  and  we  concluded  it  would  be  a 
good  thing  to  do.  We  felt  little  pressure  in  making  the  decision,  and  then  I  received  an 
unexpected  spiritual  confirmation  in  the  temple  that  added  to  our  assurance  that 
retirement  was  the  thing  to  do.  Our  experience  since  had  been  very  gratifying.  There  has 
been  much  less  stress,  adequate  income  and  freedom  to  do  lots  of  enjoyable  things.  The 
most  surprising  thing  of  all  is  how  busy  we  have  been  just  doing  nothing.  I  wondered  if  I 
would  be  able  to  keep  occupied,  so  I  made  a  list  prior  to  retiring  of  possible  activities. 
We've  done  hardly  any  of  them.  People  who  haven't  retired  can't  understand  what  you 
would  do  with  all  that  extra  time;  those  who  have  retired  do. 

Prior  to  retiring  our  load  at  the  Counseling  Center  continued  to  increase.  (We  just  got  a 
call  from  Rhondda  telling  us  Elliott  totaled  his  pickup  in  a  wreck  on  his  way  to  work. 
Fortunately  he  was  not  hurt.)  In  1992  for  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  Ricks  it  became 
necessary  to  limit  the  enrollment.  Now  a  large  number  of  applicants  are  turned  away,  and 
next  year  there  will  even  be  a  random  selection  among  those  who  are  qualified  to  be 
admitted.  When  Bob  Telford  retired  it  was  the  first  time  anyone  had  left  the  Counseling 
Center  since  I  first  came  to  Ricks. 

Working  at  Ricks  has  been  the  best  place  I  could  have  ever  been.  Associations  with 
wonderful  people  and  doing  everything    within  the  framework  of  the  Gospel  have  been  a 
special  privilege.  I  wondered  if  I  could  stand  to  leave  but  have  been  surprised  at  how  easy 
it  was  to  shift  to  another  stage  of  my  life  and  enjoy  different  activities.  Being  free  from 
the  pressures  of  counseling  has  been  more  noticeable  than  I  would  have  thought.  I  have 
done  no  counseling  since  my  retirement  and  haven't  missed  it  a  bit.  I  found  out  I  could  be 
paid  for  unused  vacation  time,  so  I  took  only  one  day  of  vacation  during  the  summer  of 
1994  and  received  enough  extra  pay  to  purchase  a  computer  and  printer. 

Some  miscellaneous  and  unrelated  events  that  took  place  during  these  four  years  include 
us  having  about  three  months  of  ragged-looking  grass  in  our  yard  because  I  put  the  lawn 
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mower  blade  on  upside  down  after  I  sharpened  it.  How  embarrassing!  We  bought  a  new 
Buick  LeSabre  in  December  1994  and  sold  our  Park  Avenue  to  Ann  and  Max.  We 
replaced  our  furnace  and  our  back  step.  There  were  riots  and  earthquakes  in  southern 
California  near  the  time  we  went  to  San  Clemente  with  Janet  and  Greg.  We  both  had  our 
45    class  reunions  at  which  there  were  many  people  much  older  than  us  in  attendance. 
We  had  a  memorable  Valentines  Day  delivering  valentines  for  Rexburg  Floral.  There 
were  lots  of  other  significant  events,  but  these  are  a  sample. 

Carla  continues  to  have  many  health  challenges.  In  the  spring  of  1993  Carla's  high  blood 
pressure  and  sleeplessness  became  so  bad  the  doctor  wanted  to  hospitalize  her.  Her  health 
has  been  up  and  down  since,  and  she  has  spent  a  lot  of  time  feeling  punk.  The  doctors 
have  a  hard  time  finding  relief  for  her  because  she  reacts  opposite  to  what  many  of  her 
medications  are  supposed  to  do.  In  1995  she  had  surgery  for  a  "trigger  thumb",  which 
had  been  very  painful.  Through  it  all  she  had  done  little  complaining  and  still  worries  lots 
more  about  my  health  than  her  own. 

I  have  made  a  few  trips  to  doctors  also.  During  1 994  we  joked  about  each  of  our  trips  to 
the  doctor  costing  about  the  same  as  a  nice  dinner  and  a  night  at  a  hotel.  In  my  journal  I 
wrote,  "Unusual  month,  no  doctor  appointments  in  October."  I  became  very  dizzy  and 
nauseous  while  we  were  at  Behlings  and  was  taken  to  the  Emergency  Room.  It  was 
caused  by  an  inner  ear  infection.  Later  in  the  year  I  had  a  weird  growth  on  my  ear  that  the 
doctor  scheduled  to  remove  surgically,  but  I  pulled  it  off  one  day,  and  it  healed  on  its 
own,  which  was  a  big  relief.  I  had  a  very  painful  shoulder  and  arm  for  a  few  weeks  and 
an  infection  in  my  finger  from  a  sliver  that  caused  a  great  deal  of  swelling.  Recently  the 
doctor  told  me  my  left  knee  has  no  cartilage  and  qualifies  for  a  knee  replacement.  It  will 
do  no  harm  to  keep  using  it  for  as  long  as  I  can.  The  pain  isn't  too  bad  yet.  There  have 
been  no  symptoms  of  heart  problems,  and  a  recent  treadmill  test  gave  me  a  clean  bill  of 
health  as  far  as  my  heart  is  concerned.  I'm  glad  to  have  the  good  health  I  do  and  try  to 
keep  my  body  toned  somewhat  through  regular  walking.  Some  of  our  friends  have  died 
or  suffer  serious  health  problems,  so  we  are  very  grateful  for  our  health. 

Our  favorite  activities  are  still  with  our  families.  We  have  had  our  annual  Jay  Risenmay 
family  reunions  each  summer,  which  have  been  lots  of  fun.  In  1995  we  went  to  a  lodge, 
Edenbrook,  owned  by  the  Behling  and  Graul's  stake,  which  is  located  in  the  Heber 
Valley.  It  was  a  highlight  as  there  was  plenty  of  room  to  eat,  sleep  and  play.  We  hope  to 
be  able  to  return  there.  A  couple  of  years  ago  Carla  and  the  girls  went  on  a  shopping  trip 
to  Park  City  and  had  a  ball.  No  men  to  slow  them  down.  In  1995  I  was  counted  as  one  of 
the  girls  since  I  was  available,  and  we  had  a  great  time  eating  at  Maddox's,  sleeping  at 
Grandma  Wood's  in  Fielding  and  then  staying  at  a  motel  in  Logan,  all  going  to  the 
temple,  and,  of  course,  did  lots  of  shopping.  It  was  fun  to  be  with  Carla  and  the  girls  for 
that  couple  of  days. 

Visits  with  our  extended  families  have  been  special  too.  We  try  to  see  Mom  Wood 
frequently  and  have  enjoyed  a  number  of  family  reunions  with  Carla's  relative  in  Utah.  In 
1995  we  had  a  special  visit  with  Howard  and  Verda  and  the  relatives  in  Washington.  In 
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1996  I  went  to  the  temple  with  Eldon  and  Velma  and  their  kids  to  commemorate  their 
50l  wedding  anniversary. 

In  my  last  update  I  wrote  that  there  probably  wouldn't  be  any  more  new  family  members, 
but  I  was  mistaken  because  I  reported  in  my  journal  that  on  March  1 1th,  1994,  "Laurel 
delivered  an  eight-pound  baby  boy.  He  looks  a  lot  like  Bryan  did.  He  has  a  little  bit  of 
darker  brown  hair  and  a  healthy,  filled  out  body".  Brandon's  arrival  evens  us  out  at  nine 
grandsons  and  nine  granddaughters.  Any  other  grandchildren  would  be  welcomed  but 
would  be  a  big  surprise. 

Family  members  have  had  their  share  of  medical  challenges.  Ann  has  had  back  and  knee 
surgery.  Aubrey  had  her  wisdom  teeth  out.  Bruce  had  back  surgery.  Mark  Sutherland  had 
nose  surgery  and  will  have  his  wisdom  teeth  out  before  his  mission.  Logan  broke  his 
wrist.  Howard  had  serious  heart  problems  and  a  stroke.  Eldon  had  major  knee  surgery. 

Lots  of  activities  keep  our  family  members  busy.  I  will  record  a  few.  Elliott  took  up  bull 
riding.  Mark  played  on  the  football  team  that  won  the  state  championship  his  senior  year. 
He  kept  his  hair  dyed  in  bright  colors  so  we  could  identify  him  everywhere.  Logan  played 
on  the  high  school  tennis  team  and  did  well.  Jamie  was  a  little  wonder  in  playing 
basketball.  Marianne,  who  is  always  a  ray  of  sunshine,  enjoys  basketball  and  also 
represented  Eastern  Idaho  at  a  History  Fair  in  Boise.  Mark  Walker  entertained  us  in  plays 
and  with  his  lip  sync.  Melanee  impresses  us  with  her  independence.  Kaylie's  reading  at 
an  early  age  is  amazing.  Julia  and  Missy  are  beautiful  dancers.  Angie's  love  of  animals, 
especially  dogs,  is  very  evident.  Jenni's  creativeness  is  shown  through  her  music  and 
dance.  Michael  loved  soccer.  Robbie's  street  hockey  games  are  fun  to  watch.  Brandon's 
smile  and  hugs  are  wonderful.  Ryan  played  great  baseball  and  football.  Bryan  played  on 
his  undefeated  8th  grade  basketball  team.  Aubrey  is  attending  beauty  school  in  addition  to 
working.  There  were  lots  of  baptisms,  including  Michael's  in  Pennsylvania.  The  Walkers, 
all  of  them,  picked  and  sold  worms  to  pay  for  a  great  trip  to  Disneyland.  Mark  Sutherland 
attended  one  semester  at  Ricks,  and  Elliott  picked  up  some  high  school  classes.  I  gave 
Logan  and  Mark  Sutherland  their  patriarchal  blessings,  which  was  a  choice  experience 
for  me.  Recently  Mark  Sutherland  received  his  mission  call  to  the  Mexico  Monterrey 
South  Mission.  He  enters  the  MTC  April  10th'  1995. 

Significant  events  have  taken  place  in  the  Church  over  these  past  four  years.  President 
Benson  died  and  was  succeeded  by  President  Howard  W.  Hunter.  After  only  nine  months 
President  Hunter  died  and  now  President  Gordon  B.  Hinckley  is  our  prophet.  I  have  had 
special  feelings  for  President  Hinckley  since  I  first  heard  him  speak  at  BYU  over  35 
years  ago.  He  is  uniquely  prepared  to  lead  the  Church. 

On  August  2nd'  1992  President  Dean  Sorensen  called  me  to  be  the  Patriarch  in  the 
Rexburg  Idaho  East  Stake.  It  was  a  scary  and  humbling  call,  but  has  been  a  glorious 
experience  for  both  Carla  and  me.  I  average  two  blessings  per  week  and  have  now  given 
345  blessings.  Everything  about  the  experience  is  positive.  I  have  met  with  many 
wonderful  families  in  our  stake  and  have  thrilled  at  the  potential  of  our  young  people.  In 
preparation  for  each  blessing  I  have  done  more  real  reading  of  spiritual  sources  than  ever 
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before  in  my  life.  Carla  has  been  such  a  constant  support  in  having  everything  just  right 
for  the  blessings,  which  are  given  in  our  home,  that  it  is  almost  like  a  shared  calling. 

Carla  has  continued  on  as  Spiritual  Living  teacher  in  Relief  Society,  which  has  been  very 
beneficial  to  her  as  well  as  to  the  sisters  in  our  ward.  She  was  retained  in  that  position 
after  boundary  changes  were  made  to  create  a  new  ward  in  September  1995.  That  change 
brought  Birch  Avenue  into  our  ward,  so  it  is  nice  for  us  to  have  Rhonda  and  Bruce  and 
their  family  as  ward  members  again.  Other  church  activities  include  Carla  and  I  being 
assigned  as  Home  Teaching  companions  these  past  few  years.  That  has  been  special.  I 
have  also  given  numerous  talks,  most  of  them  about  patriarchal  blessings.  One  month  I 
gave  eight.  I  was  asked  to  direct  the  Family  History  Extraction  program  in  our  ward.  That 
has  taken  considerable  time  but  has  been  very  rewarding.  I  have  attended  the  temple 
fairly  regularly  and  have  received  the  benefits  of  doing  that.  During  the  summer  of  1992 
the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  was  converted  to  film.  That  was  a  big  relief  because  I  was  afraid  I 
could  never  learn  the  parts,  if  I  were  called  to  be  a  temple  officiator. 

We  have  had  some  church  related  experiences  that  have  been  challenging  to  us.  First,  as 
soon  as  our  retirement  plans  were  known  there  was  an  intense  pressure  and  expectation 
for  us  to  serve  a  mission.  Because  of  health  reasons  we  feel  unable  to  do  so  yet.  I  had  a 
new  appreciation  for  the  pressure  on  young  men  who  chose  to  not  go  on  a  mission.  In 
January  of  1955  we  received  a  phone  call  of  inquiry  about  serving  a  mission  in  the 
Philippines  a  calling  that  would  involve  serving  in  all  13  missions  there.  In  February  we 
were  asked  to  serve  as  officiators  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.  In  March  we  received  a 
phone  call  while  we  were  in  Orem  at  Behlings  from  Dean  Sorensen,  the  newly  called 
President  of  the  Illinois  Peoria  Mission,  inviting  us  to  serve  a  mission  there  and  work  in 
the  mission  office.  We  felt  we  had  to  decline  each  of  these  calls  for  health  reasons,  but 
they  were  unsettling  to  us  because  we  wondered  if  we  just  lacked  enough  faith.  We  did 
accept  a  call  to  be  Initiatory  Officiators  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple,  which  we  really 
enjoyed.  Something  that  was  very  helpful  to  me  was  receiving  a  distinct  impression  while 
in  the  temple  that  if  we  became  able  to  serve  the  call  would  be  accompanied  by  feelings 
of  peace  and  would  not  be  a  gut-wrenching  experience.  We  both  want  to  do  whatever  the 
Lord  would  have  us  do.  Right  now  we  feel  at  peace  about  our  church  activity. 

Retirement  has  opened  up  some  interesting  options.  Late  in  the  summer  of  1995  we  loved 
being  in  our  trailer  at  Aspen  Acres  in  the  fall  when  there  were  few  other  occupants.  We 
considered  seriously  buying  a  larger  trailer  so  we  could  accommodate  others  who  might 
visit  us.  We've  postponed  that.  Recently  we  have  considered  whether  to  buy  a 
condominium  in  Orem.  The  biggest  obstacle  is  that  housing  costs  are  about  double  what 
they  are  here.  We'll  continue  to  explore  that  possibility.  Retirement  has  also  made  it 
difficult  to  keep  track  of  the  days  of  the  week.  Every  day  is  Saturday.  It  is  difficult  to 
enjoy  the  holidays  like  I  used  to  because  every  day  is  like  a  holiday  for  us,  but  I'm  not 
complaining. 

I  bought  our  computer  to  do  Family  History  work.  During  the  past  years  I  went  through 
all  of  Dad's  records  and  put  them  in  my  Personal  Ancestral  File.  In  the  process  we  found 
several  whose  temple  ordinances  had  not  been  done  and  had  the  joyous  experience  of 
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having  family  members  do  most  of  that  work.  I  am  now  getting  up-to-date  information  on 
all  of  Dad's  descendants  so  we  can  send  a  relatively  complete  and  accurate  record  to  Salt 
Lake  City  to  put  on  the  Ancestral  File.  This  has  been  enjoyable  work,  and  I  have 
considered  it  as  my  hobby.  I  have  also  been  contacted  by  three  non-member  relatives  and 
hope  to  follow  up  with  them. 

All  I  can  express  at  this  stage  of  my  life  is  extreme  gratitude  for  all  of  my  blessings.  The 
gospel  gives  purpose  to  everything  else  that  takes  place.  My  love  for  Carla  has  deepened 
even  more.  She  has  been  a  great  friend  and  a  wonderful  blessing  in  my  life,  even  though 
we  view  some  matters  from  a  different  perspective.  I  can  foresee  nothing  but  a  bright 
future  ahead  of  us  regardless  of  what  challenges  may  be  allowed.  I  can't  thank  my 
Heavenly  Father  enough  for  all  that  He  has  given  me. 

January  26th"  1996 
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CHAPTER  5 

NEARING  THE  END  OF  A  CENTURY  -  AGE  64-66 

As  I  update  my  personal  history  for  three  more  years  it  seems  more  logical  to  wait  a  year 
to  include  the  last  year  of  this  century,  but  I  have  felt  pushed  to  do  it  now. 

In  my  journal  entry  of  21  January  1996  I  wrote,  "I  feel  I'm  in  the  midst  of  some  learning 
I  must  experience  and  some  growth  I  must  make. ...  I  have  become  more  aware  of  several 
deficiencies  I  have,  especially  pertaining  to  my  relationship  with  Carla....  I  think  we  are 
being  allowed  our  present  circumstances,  which  are  largely  positive,  to  give  me  the 
opportunity  to  overcome  these  weaknesses  and  to  build  an  even  stronger  and  closer 
relationship  as  eternal  companions....  I  feel  it  is  a  significant  growth  opportunity....  In  all 
of  this  I  feel  very  positive  and  very  close  to  Carla,  yet  there  are  so  many  basic  qualities  I 
need  to  improve.  This  is  not  a  statement  of  self-depreciation  or  of  anguish  but  rather  a 
recognition  that  has  the  potential  for  my  greater  freedom  and  joy." 

This  quote  is  a  strange  way  to  start  my  personal  history  update,  but  it  does  provide  a 
framework  in  which  to  report  a  few  of  our  activities  and  experiences  over  the  past  three 
years  that  may  be  of  some  interest.  I  have  to  say  our  activities  and  experiences  because 
our  lives  are  so  intertwined  it  is  hard  to  think  of  many  things  I  do  that  don't  involve  both 
of  us. 

We  often  comment  about  how  little  we  do  in  comparison  to  many  retired  couples  and  yet 
how  hard  it  is  to  keep  up  with  the  daily  chores  let  alone  becoming  involved  in  exotic  trips 
and  projects.  As  I  reviewed  these  past  three  years  we  have  done  a  great  deal.  Even  though 
most  of  our  activities  are  pretty  routine  they  center  on  our  families  and  the  gospel  and, 
with  some  limitations  due  to  health,  pretty  much  fit  our  lifestyle  and  are  mostly 
enjoyable. 

We  spend  a  good  deal  of  time  going  to  doctors  together.  It  takes  both  of  us  to  remember 
what  the  doctor  says  about  either  one  of  us.  One  of  the  most  annoying  ailments  I  have 
noticed  is  my  memory  loss.  It's  frustrating  but  seems  to  be  common  among  those  of  my 
age.  I've  had  recurring  infection  that  comes  in  one  eye  then  the  other.  A  few  months  ago 
I  experienced  flashers  and  floaters  in  my  right  eye,  which  "occur  as  one  gets  older," 
according  to  the  doctor.  Last  week  they  came  in  my  left  eye.  In  May  1996  I  had  surgery 
to  reconstruct  my  left  eardrum. 

During  March  1997  I  had  knee  replacement  surgery  of  my  left  knee.  It  didn't  heal  as  well 
or  as  fast  as  the  doctor  had  hoped  but  began  to  improve  after  about  ten  months.  In  March 
of  1998,  it  must  be  as  I  turn  a  year  older  something  else  falls  apart,  a  sleep  test  showed  I 
had  mild  sleep  apnea.  Since  then  I  have  slept  with  a  CPAP,  which  is  a  mask  over  my  nose 
that  maintains  a  steady  stream  of  air  to  keep  my  windpipe  from  closing.  Because  of  that 
Carla  has  moved  into  another  bedroom,  and  our  being  able  to  cuddle  in  bed  has 
diminished  sharply.  My  heart  seems  to  be  doing  well. 
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During  this  time  Carla's  eyesight  has  worsened  because  of  her  macular  degeneration,  as 
has  her  inability  to  sleep.  Recently,  a  sleep  test  revealed  she  has  serious  oxygen 
deprivation,  which  may  be  related  to  her  sleep  problems  and  her  aching  feet,  legs  and 
joints.  She  has  started  using  oxygen  at  night,  which  hopefully  will  enable  her  to  get  better 
rest.  Going  to  bed  is  not  simple.  We  both  put  our  equipment  on  and  start  the  motors.  We 
sound  like  a  small  factory  at  night.  Carla  has  given  me  such  good  and  tender  care, 
especially  after  my  knee  surgery.  She  always  puts  me  ahead  of  her  own  needs. 

A  highlight  came  during  the  summer  of  1997  when  we  were  called  to  serve  a  one-year 
part-time  service  mission  at  the  LDS  Employment  Center  in  Rexburg.  Learning  the 
procedures  was  challenging  at  first,  but  our  mission  became  very  enjoyable  after  we 
learned  what  to  do  to  help  people  find  jobs  and  how  to  keep  the  detailed  records  that  were 
required.  In  September  Graydon  and  Pat  Burton  were  called  to  assist,  and  that  gave  us 
some  flexibility  in  our  schedule.  We  were  able  to  serve  without  missing  a  day  because  of 
illness,  even  though  Carla  went  to  work  some  days  with  hardly  any  sleep.  Though  we 
never  taught  the  gospel  directly  there  was  a  wonderful  spirit  about  our  mission.  We  each 
had  our  areas  of  the  work  where  we  felt  more  comfortable  and  made  a  pretty  good  team. 

Giving  patriarchal  blessings  is  a  choice  privilege  for  both  of  us.  It  brings  a  special  spirit 
into  our  home.  I  gave  them  in  our  smaller  upstairs  bedroom  until  we  had  to  convert  it 
back  into  a  bedroom  in  1998.  Now  I  give  them  in  our  living  room,  which  works  out  well. 
Carla  does  so  much  to  add  to  the  spirit  and  the  preparation  for  blessings.  She  has  been 
here  for  all  but  one.  I  am  continually  impressed  with  the  individual  direction  given  to 
each  person  who  receives  his  or  her  blessing.  During  this  past  year  I  gave  one  to  an  88- 
year-old  woman  at  a  rest  home.  She  received  some  wonderful  promises  that  gave  her  a 
real  lift  and  a  desire  to  keep  going.  In  1996  an  1 1 -year-old  boy,  terminally  ill  with  cancer, 
received  a  wonderful  blessing.  He  died  one  month  later.  Giving  blessings  to  our 
grandchildren  is  a  highlight  for  me.  Bryan  Walker  got  his  in  1997,  and  Jennifer  Behling's 
was  in  1998.  Mark  and  Logan  Sutherland  received  theirs  earlier.  I  have  now  given  579 
patriarchal  blessings  and  have  had  the  lineage  declared  for  five  tribes  other  than  Ephraim 
and  Manasseh  -  Issachar,  Zebulun,  Judah,  Benjamin  and  Dan. 

Two  other  church  callings  that  Carla  and  I  have  shared  and  enjoyed  so  much  have  come 
to  an  end  recently.  For  several  years  we  served  together  as  Home  Teachers.  One  of  our 
assignments  was  to  an  inactive  member  whose  husband  was  not  a  member  of  the  church. 
We  were  surprised  when  about  I-V2  years  later  he  invited  us  to  his  baptism.  He  had 
invited  the  sister  missionaries  to  teach  him,  and  we  hadn't  even  known  about  it.  The  other 
calling  was  in  1995  to  serve  as  Initiatory  Officiators  at  the  temple.  Though  we  missed 
seven  months  after  my  knee  surgery  it  was  always  a  special  experience  for  us.  Last  month 
due  to  a  change  in  church  policy  to  use  only  regular  temple  officiators  1 500  of  us  in  the 
Idaho  Falls  temple  district  were  released.  We  both  wish  we  were  able  to  continue  in  this 
assignment. 

Some  of  our  greatest  satisfaction  comes  through  activities  with  our  kids  and  grandkids. 
Visiting  with  them  whether  here  in  Rexburg  or  in  Utah  is  always  special.  We  had  two 
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delightful  family  reunions,  one  in  1996  at  Edenbrook  in  the  Heber  Valley  in  Utah  and  the 
other  at  a  cabin  in  Provo  Canyon  in  1998.  As  usual  there  was  lots  of  good  food,  games, 
including  horseshoes,  golf  and  our  traditional  digging  in  sawdust  for  coins.  Watching  our 
grandkids  play  sports  and  participate  in  other  activities  has  been  fun.  We've  watched 
them  play  T-ball,  city  and  school  baseball,  basketball,  football,  tennis  and  soccer,  swim 
and  jump  on  the  trampoline.  We've  listened  to  them  sing,  play  music  and  dance,  put  on 
plays,  dressups,  etc.  We've  seen  the  ducks  and  geese  and  tasted  the  tender  deer  and  elk 
they've  shot,  admired  and  eaten  the  big  fish  they've  caught,  plus  many  other  activities 
including  selling  worms  to  fishermen.  The  cousins  really  enjoy  being  together.  As  soon 
as  the  ones  from  Utah  arrive  at  our  house  they  want  to  know  how  soon  they  can  go  to  the 
Walkers  or  Sutherlands. 

Having  Mark  Sutherland  serve  a  mission  in  Monterrey,  Mexico  and  Logan  now  serving 
in  Sao  Paulo,  Brazil  has  brought  us  great  satisfaction  and  spiritual  uplift.  Their 
commitment  to  the  Lord  and  their  spiritual  growth  have  been  so  evident  through  letters, 
tapes  and  phone  calls. 

Janet  and  Greg  gave  us  tickets  to  Phantom  of  the  Opera,  which  we  attended  with  them  in 
Salt  Lake  City  in  1996.  The  night  before  I  got  to  go  to  the  Delta  Center  with  Michael  and 
watch  the  USA  Dream  Team  play  an  Olympic  warm-up  basketball  game  against 
Australia  because  Greg  had  hurt  his  back  and  couldn't  go.  Both  events  were  outstanding 
as  were  the  big  hot  dogs  Michael  and  I  enjoyed  at  the  game.  In  1998  we  went  on  a  Disney 
cruise  to  the  Bahamas  aboard  the  Disney  Magic  with  Janet  and  Greg's  family  and  his 
parents.  We  flew  to  Orlando,  Florida  then  embarked  for  a  trip  Carla  and  I  enjoyed  much 
more  than  we  thought  we  would.  The  weather  was  perfect  and  the  ocean  was  calm.  We 
ate  considerable  amounts  of  good  food  and  took  pleasure  in  the  entertainment  and  the 
sights. 

We  have  liked  our  home  a  great  deal.  After  our  water  softener  flooded  the  basement  in 
November  1997  we  replaced  our  downstairs  carpet  and  installed  a  gas  fireplace  insert, 
which  we  really  like.  After  a  couple  of  months  of  serious,  fuzzyheaded  feelings  we 
discovered  a  gas  leak  in  the  fireplace  valve.  We  were  being  slowly  poisoned.  Once  the 
leak  was  fixed  we  felt  much  better.  The  next  year  we  replaced  our  furniture  in  the  family 
room  and  later  in  the  front  room.  We  also  added  florescent  lights  in  our  family  room  and 
replaced  our  treadmill.  We've  seriously  considered  moving  to  a  condominium  in  Orem  or 
Rexburg,  building  a  new  house,  or  adding  a  family  room  and  replacing  our  kitchen 
cabinets.  Every  time  we  look  elsewhere  we  appreciate  even  more  our  utility  room,  our 
sloped  bathtub,  our  neighbors  and  the  ease  of  getting  around  town  in  Rexburg.  If  there 
was  a  suitable  condominium  here  we'd  probably  buy  one,  but  we'll  likely  fix  up  our 
house  a  bit  and  stay  put.  We'd  likes  to  cut  down  on  the  yard  work  even  though  our 
grandkids  have  been  good  workers  in  helping  us  keeping  it  mowed  and  weeded. 

I  have  continued  to  receive  impressions  about  doing  Family  History  work,  which  I 
thoroughly  enjoy  even  though  I'm  not  always  consistent  in  working  on  it.  I  have  spent  the 
past  two  years  compiling  all  the  Lufkin  records  that  I  have  into  one  file.  There  were 
several  whose  work  was  incomplete,  and  we  had  a  special  experience  with  our  family 
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members  doing  the  baptisms,  initiatory  work  and  endowments  for  these  ancestors.  Now 
I'm  just  beginning  to  do  research  rather  than  only  compiling  and  cleaning  up  family 
records.  Sadie  Stol worthy  initiated  getting  a  George  Eastman  Lufkin  family  history  book 
published.  I  collected  histories  and  records  of  Mom's  descendants  for  it.  Allen  Buskirk, 
Sadie's  son-in-law,  put  the  book  together.  It  is  exceptionally  well  done.  I  learned  lots 
about  my  Lufkin  ancestors  and  their  rich  heritage  in  church  history.  I  also  had  an 
experience,  which  left  me  with  a  very  positive  feeling  about  my  grandfather,  George 
Eastman  Lufkin. 

We  have  continued  to  enjoy  our  brothers  and  sisters.  Eldon  and  Velma,  Dee  and 
Emmajean,  Dona  and  Willard  and  Carla  and  I  have  tried  to  get  together  quarterly  and 
have  had  wonderful  evenings.  At  one  of  these  held  at  Eldon  and  Velma' s  place  Esther 
and  Joe  and  Verda  came.  Many  fond  memories  were  recalled  with  lots  of  laughter  and 
tender  feelings.  In  December  1997  Howard  died  after  years  of  serious  illness.  His  funeral, 
at  which  his  sons  spoke,  was  a  real  tribute  to  him.  Because  of  his  suffering  we  were  all 
ready  to  let  him  go.  He  was  a  special  brother  to  me.  Caring  for  him  nearly  broke  Verda' s 
health,  but  she  has  now  recovered  and  is  her  fun,  vibrant  self  again  and  is  deeply  involved 
in  Family  History  work. 

During  the  spring  of  1998  Eldon  was  struck  with  a  rare,  serious  illness,  which  left  him 
blind  in  one  eye  and  with  painful  shingles  and  limited  health.  Velma  has  taken  good  care 
of  him.  He  turned  75  in  January,  which  was  the  age  Dad  was  when  he  died,  so  I  guess 
we're  all  getting  older  and  feeling  the  effects  of  it.  Emmajeans's  health  has  deteriorated 
some,  which  prompted  Dee  to  retire  in  December  a  little  earlier  than  he  had  planned. 

We  have  enjoyed  visiting  Mom  Wood  who  though  blind  still  lives  alone  even  though 
she's  89.  She  had  a  positive  outlook  despite  her  limitations.  Harvey  and  Iris  Lee  moved  a 
trailer  home  they  have  refinished  right  next  door,  which  has  pleased  Mom.  They  take  real 
good  care  of  her. 

In  1997  we  held  a  Risenmay  family  reunion  at  Woodville  in  honor  of  Mom's  100th 
birthday  anniversary.  Over  140  family  members  attended.  It  was  a  memorable  occasion. 
Each  semester  we  and  Dee  and  Emmajean  take  turns  hosting  dinner  for  family  members 
attending  Ricks.  Last  fall  there  were  five  Risenmays  plus  Mark  Sutherland.  It  is  great  to 
belong  to  such  good  families. 

Speaking  of  families  we  are  so  pleased  with  our  daughters,  their  husbands  and  our 
grandchildren.  It's  hard  to  believe  how  busy  they  all  are.  They  are  the  center  of  our  lives 
and  I  doubt  we  would  ever  move  to  where  we  weren't  near  some  of  them.  Janet  and  Greg 
and  Rhonda  and  Bruce  have  each  built  additions  to  their  homes,  which  have  been 
wonderful.  All  of  our  kids  have  held  or  are  now  serving  in  major  callings  in  the  church, 
which  they  fill  so  well.  We  receive  great  assurance  by  their  firm  commitment  to  the 
gospel.  In  the  fall  of  1998  Bruce  was  named  to  replace  the  Mayor  of  Rexburg  who  was 
called  on  a  mission.  Being  Mayor  keeps  him  extremely  busy,  but  he  seems  to  enjoy  the 
job.  Those  with  whom  he  works  think  very  well  of  him. 
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In  September  1 996  our  oldest  granddaughter,  Aubrey,  married  Ryan  Hardy.  In  February 
1998  Ryan's  hand  was  badly  crushed  when  it  was  caught  in  a  press  where  he  worked. 
Since  then  he  has  had  lots  of  painful  operations  and  rehabilitation.  He  is  now  attending 
college  to  add  to  his  computer  skills.  Both  he  and  Aubrey  have  been  bricks  during  the 
entire  ordeal. 

Our  kids  have  had  numerous  challenges,  including  Laurel's  recent  broken  leg,  but  they 
are  always  cheerful  and  determined  to  keep  up  with  the  fast  pace  and  challenges  of  life 
with  their  active  families.  We  are  so  grateful  for  each  one  of  them.  We've  had  the 
opportunity  to  spend  a  week  tending  grandkids  at  all  but  the  Behlings.  We  really  enjoy 
doing  that. 

The  Sesquicentennial  Celebration  by  the  Church  in  1997  helped  us  focus  on  our  ancestors 
and  church  history.  The  wagon  train,  which  retraced  the  route  of  the  pioneers,  drew  lots 
of  TV  coverage  from  all  around  the  world  that  was  very  favorable.  President  Hinckley 
was  interviewed  on  national  television  by  Mike  Wallace  on  60  Minutes  and  was  on  Larry 
King  Live.  In  both  interviews  he  was  very  effective  in  answering  their  questions 
pleasantly  and  clearly.  He  brought  lots  of  favorable  attention  to  the  church.  His  visits  to 
church  members  all  over  the  world  have  been  remarkable.  He  has  gone  at  such  a  pace 
that  he  has  to  have  been  sustained  by  the  Lord  both  physically  and  spiritually,  as  he  is 
now  88  years  old.  It  seems  that  President  Hinckley  has  been  uniquely  prepared  to  lead  out 
in  this  media  centered  world.  Among  the  remarkable  events  has  been  the  announcement 
about  building  30  smaller  temples  by  the  year  2000,  so  they  could  be  available  to 
members  in  isolated  areas.  All  30  are  now  either  finished,  under  construction  or  on  the 
drawing  boards.  Just  last  week  the  announcement  came  that  the  100th  temple  would  be 
built  at  Palmyra  near  the  Sacred  Grove,  the  Hill  Cumorah  and  the  Joseph  Smith  farm.  We 
are  truly  seeing  miraculous  events. 

This  favorable  publicity  has  now  been  darkened  by  the  scandal  of  bribery  being  used  to 
bring  the  2002  Winter  Olympics  to  Salt  Lake  City.  Though  it  has  been  going  on  for 
several  previous  Olympics  the  use  of  payoffs  to  influence  those  selecting  the  site  has  just 
come  to  light,  so  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah  and  the  Church  have  been  criticized  and  are  the 
focus  of  many  comedian's  jokes.  It's  unfortunate,  but  I  think  the  whole  organization  will 
get  cleaned  up  through  the  people  of  Utah. 

The  impeachment  trial  of  President  Clinton  has  finally  come  to  an  end.  Though  he  was 
acquitted  of  being  removed  from  office  he  has  certainly  disgrace  the  office  of  President 
of  the  United  States. 

Now  for  a  few  miscellaneous  items.  In  1997  I  let  my  psychologist  license  expire  after 
having  one  for  over  30  years.  I  haven't  done  any  private  counseling  for  several  years.  In 
1998  we  sold  our  camper  trailer.  We  figured  we  would  need  one  with  three  bedrooms  to 
accommodate  my  CPAP,  and  now  we  have  added  Carla's  oxygen  concentrator.  In 
January  1997  we  finally  paid  off  our  house  after  30  years  of  payments.  In  1996  the 
Rexburg  East  Stake  was  divided.  Since  then  we've  had  seven  wards  instead  of  twelve. 
The  number  of  patriarchal  blessings  is  slightly  over  half  of  what  I  had  been  giving.  In 
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1997  and  1998  we  had  a  hard  time  finding  a  satisfactory  mattress  to  replace  our  old  ones. 
We  ended  up  trying  out  seven  different  ones.  Our  neighbors  kept  wondering  what  we 
were  buying  with  all  those  furniture  trucks  pulling  into  our  driveway.  I  think  we'll  keep 
these  the  rest  of  our  lives. 

These  are  some  of  the  highlights  of  the  past  three  years.  I  have  learned  and  am  still 
learning  many  things  that  have  drawn  me  even  closer  to  Carla.  How  blessed  I  am  to  have 
her  as  my  eternal  companion.  I  have  also  grown  closer  to  the  Lord,  even  though  I  still 
have  so  much  improving  to  do.  My  testimony  of  His  love  and  goodness  continues  to 
increase,  as  does  my  testimony  of  the  significance  of  the  Atonement  of  Jesus  Christ  and 
Joseph  Smith's  role  in  the  Restoration.  I  am  now  66  years  old  and  wonderfully  blessed. 

23  February  1999 
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TURNING  70  AND  BEGINNING  A  NEW  CENTURY  -  AGE  68-73 


I  recently  received  a  spiritual  prompting  to  bring  my  Personal  History  up  to  date.  This 
was  to  be  done  before  continuing  to  research  Risenmay  and  Lufkin  records  in  Missouri 
and  England.  My  last  update  of  my  Personal  History  was  up  to  23  February  1999. 1  plan 
to  write  this  phase  of  my  history  by  using  various  groupings  or  topics  from  notes  I  made 
while  going  through  my  last  three  journals.  I  want  to  describe  some  of  the  things  that 
have  taken  place  but  not  get  so  many  details  that  nobody  will  want  to  read  it.  My  purpose 
in  writing  it  is  to  let  those  who  may  be  interested  learn  what  my  life  was  like  and  to  share 
experiences  and  feelings  that  have  been  meaningful  to  me.  Because  our  lives  are  so 
intertwined  this  history  will  often  be  about  Carla  and  me.  So  here  goes! 

Health  and  Medical  Happenings 

Since  much  of  our  attention  in  recent  years  has  been  on  medically  related  concerns  I'll 
begin  with  this  topic.  We  have  made  numerous  visits  to  doctors  and  have  spent  lots 
money  for  treatments,  medical  equipment  and  medicine.  How  grateful  we  are  to  have 
good  insurance  coverage.  A  phrase  we've  heard  more  and  more  frequently  by  doctors 
when  new  evidence  of  deterioration  shows  up  begins  with  "As  we  grow  older...."  Our 
ailments  have  limited  our  travels  and  some  other  activities,  but  we  recognize  our 
blessings  and  the  many  things  we  do  enjoy. 

In  1999  I  had  floaters  and  flashers  in  my  eyes.  Three  years  later  Carla  had  the  same  in 
hers.  Carla' s  vision  deteriorated  because  of  her  macular  degeneration  until  she  could  read 
only  with  a  magnifying  glass.  In  addition,  her  cataracts  grew.  She  was  unable  to  drive.  In 
September  2003  Dr.  Turley  felt  he  could  safely  remove  her  cataracts  without  causing  the 
macular  degeneration  to  worsen.  Removing  her  cataracts  restored  her  sight  to  nearly  20- 
20  vision  even  though  the  macular  degeneration  was  the  same.  When  Dr.  Archibald 
examined  her  eyes  following  her  recovery  he  said  the  macular  degeneration  was  still 
there  and  that  she  shouldn't  be  able  to  see,  but  "I  believe  in  prayer." 

We  were  so  grateful  for  the  restoration  of  her  sight!  When  she  first  looked  into  the  mirror 
after  her  surgery  she  said,  "Jay,  look  at  all  my  wrinkles!  I  thought  my  skin  was  smooth." 
When  I  went  into  the  bathroom  where  she  was  she  looked  at  me  and  then  said,  "I'm 
married  to  a  wrinkled,  little  old  man."  Flowers  colors  were  brighter  and  she  could  see 
road  signs,  beautiful  sunsets  and  foliage  in  Provo  Canyon  that  she  had  not  seen  for  quite 
some  time.  And  she  could  read  well.  What  a  humbling,  remarkable  blessing  it  has  been. 
During  the  time  her  vision  was  limited  I  began  to  read  to  her  while  she  applied  her 
makeup.  We  enjoyed  it  so  much  that  we  have  continued  to  read.  We  have  read  several 
biographies  of  General  Authorities,  other  church  books  and  a  few  novels.  This  past 
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Christmas  we  read  several  Christmas  stories  from  books  we  put  out  every  year  but  have 
never  read  before  and  enjoyed  them  a  great  deal. 

In  a  blessing  I  gave  Carla  in  1999  she  was  told,  "The  answers  to  your  medical  problems 
are  not  known  as  yet,"  but  that  if  the  medical  knowledge  is  discovered  or  developed  she 
will  become  aware  of  it.  She  was  assured  she  would  be  strengthened  to  bear  her 
infirmities  with  courage  and  cheerfulness,  which  she  has  done  in  remarkable  ways. 

My  physical  treatments  have  included  arthroscopy  of  my  right  knee  in  2001,  getting  a 
hearing  aid  in  2003,  and  an  attack  of  vertigo  in  2005  that  put  me  in  the  hospital  for  my 
73r  birthday.  My  vestibular  balance  in  my  left  ear  was  damaged.  For  a  few  weeks  I  was 
unable  to  drive  or  to  give  patriarchal  blessings.  That  had  a  sobering  impact.  Following 
three  months  of  balancing  therapy  my  balance  was  largely  restored,  though  the  therapist 
said  that  the  balance  center  in  my  inner  ear  was  permanently  damaged  and  I  would  have 
to  rely  on  vision,  so  I  should  never  try  to  walk  in  the  dark.  He  said  if  I  did  I  would  fall. 
While  being  given  various  tests  related  to  balance  loss  I  found  I  have  some  neuropathy  in 
my  feet  and  Type  II  diabetes.  Recently  I  passed  out  and  went  to  the  hospital  overnight. 
No  specific  cause  for  it  has  been  determined  yet.  I  have  an  appointment  next  week  to  go 
over  the  results  of  a  thallium  stress  test  to  see  if  that  gives  any  answers.  Turning  73  was 
hard  on  my  health. 

In  addition  to  going  to  many  doctor  appointments  together,  in  July  2005  Carla  and  I  had 
sleep  tests  together  which  resulted  in  her  wearing  a  CPAP  also,  so  now  we  share  another 
experience.  When  we  travel  we  take  Carla' s  oxygen  concentrator  and  our  CPAP 
equipment.  That  limits  our  trips  and  also  requires  a  car  with  a  large  trunk.  When  we  go  to 
Orem  we  are  well  taken  care  of  when  we  stay  with  either  the  Grauls  or  the  Behlings. 

On  February  19th'  2006  I  had  another  rather  serious  medical  event.  What  caused  it  has  not 
been  clearly  identified  yet.  As  I  got  out  of  my  chair  where  I  had  been  reading  in 
preparation  to  give  two  sisters  their  patriarchal  blessings  I  fainted  in  our  dining  area. 
Carla  was  reading  nearby.  I  was  out  of  touch  for  about  20  minutes.  Carla  called  Rhonda 
shortly  after  I  fell,  and  she  and  Bruce  came  right  over.  At  first  I  couldn't  remember 
anything,  that  it  was  Sunday,  that  we  had  gone  to  church  or  that  I  was  going  to  give 
patriarchal  blessings.  Over  a  period  of  time  my  memory  returned.  They  took  me  to  the 
hospital  where  I  stayed  overnight  and  received  many  medical  tests.  At  first  it  was  thought 
the  fainting  was  tied  to  an  irregular  heartbeat,  so  I  was  sent  to  Idaho  Falls  and  University 
Hospital  in  Salt  Lake  City  for  tests.  I  also  saw  a  neurologist  in  Idaho  Falls.  I've  had  two 
MRI's  and  am  scheduled  for  an  EEG  in  a  few  days.  I  have  been  advised  to  not  drive  and 
to  limit  my  physical  activity.  It  has  been  a  troubling  illness  because  we  don't  know  if  it 
was  just  a  one-time  transitory  event  or  if  there  is  a  generalized  problem.  Right  now  the 
doctors  think  it  is  more  likely  something  in  my  head  than  in  my  heart.  I  hope  clear 
answers  are  soon  found. 
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Family  Gatherings 

Among  the  events  we  enjoy  most  are  when  we  get  together  with  our  family.  One  kind  of 
recurring  get-together  is  called  the  Sisters  Get-together  or  the  Girl's  Weekend,  which  is 
held  annually.  Our  daughters  began  doing  this  several  years  ago,  then  invited  Carla,  and 
after  I  retired  invited  me  to  join  them.  They  are  usually  held  in  the  spring,  but  are 
sometimes  altered  because  of  various  circumstances.  The  main  thing  is  that  we  get 
together,  talk,  laugh  and  eat.  Shopping  is  often  added,  which  our  daughters  do  with  great 
skill.  It's  amazing  how  long  they  can  shop  and  how  that  revives  them  regardless  of  how 
tired  they  are.  Earlier,  Carla  could  keep  right  up  with  them,  but  in  recent  years  she  can 
last  only  part  of  the  time.  I  have  spent  many  hours  in  the  women's  department  of  stores 
enjoying  their  enthusiasm  and  laughter  as  they  help  each  other  try  on  lots  of  different 
outfits. 

In  1999  Janet  arranged  a  memorable  gathering  based  out  of  the  Hampton  Inn  in  Orem. 
She  planned  unique  and  meaningful  activities  for  all  of  us.  She  laminated  quotes  for  each 
activity  and  gave  each  of  us  an  envelope  with  generous  amounts  of  money.  The  first  was 
that  following  dinner  we  were  to  go  to  Maceys  grocery  store  and  fill  our  baskets  with 
food  storage  items.  These  filled  Rhonda's  Expedition  completely. 

The  next  morning  she  handed  out  scriptures  about  building  your  house  on  a  solid 
foundation  then  gave  Carla  and  her  sisters  an  envelope  of  money  for  foundations  -  bras 
and  nightgowns.  My  money  was  to  be  used  to  go  to  a  bookstore  and  get  my  foundation 
while  the  ladies  went  to  the  ZCMI  lingerie  department.  Later  in  the  day  her  scriptures 
were  to  "organize  yourself  and  "a  house  of  order."  We  went  to  Linens  and  Things  to  get 
items  for  our  homes.  Then  with  "men  (and  women)  are  that  they  might  have  joy"  she 
gave  us  money  to  buy  whatever  we  wanted.  I  bought  a  broadcast  seeder  that  I  had  wanted 
all  spring  to  spread  fertilizer  on  our  lawn.  That  night  she  had  arranged  for  a  masseur  to 
give  each  of  us  a  massage,  which  left  us  relaxed  and  ready  for  a  good  night's  sleep. 

Her  final  gift  was  to  have  us  listen  to  the  Tabernacle  Choir's  rendition  of  "This  Is  The 
Christ"  with  words  by  President  Faust.  She  then  gave  each  of  us  a  framed  picture  of  the 
Savior  and  then  bore  her  testimony  of  Jesus  Christ.  There  was  such  a  sacred,  sweet  spirit 
that  we  were  left  with  our  eyes  filled  with  tears.  That  gathering  was  a  peak  experience. 
She  and  Greg  had  planned  it  for  several  months. 

In  2000  we  missed  the  Sister's  Weekend  in  Salt  Lake  City  because  we  stayed  home  to 
make  needed  decisions  about  the  addition  to  our  house.  In  2001  we  missed  their  get- 
together  in  Orem  because  we  felt  too  pressured  by  all  the  medical  things.  In  2002  we  met 
at  the  Market  Street  Grill  in  Salt  Lake  City  then  went  to  Park  City  and  stayed  at  the 
Graul's  cabin.  For  breakfast  we  ate  Ann's  crepes  filled  with  fruit  while  we  planned  our 
upcoming  family  reunion. 

In  2003,  while  we  were  visiting  in  Orem,  our  Rexburg  daughters  came  for  a  3-day  Sisters 
Gathering.  We  based  out  of  the  Grauls  and  had  a  great  time.  In  my  journal  I  recorded, 
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"Carla  and  I  shopped  all  one  day  with  them  but  were  too  tuckered  out  to  go  back  out  that 
evening  when  they  closed  out  the  stores  until  1 1  p.m."  In  2004  we  went  to  the  Graul's 
cabin  to  enjoy  "our  annual  Sister's  Weekend."  We  attended  Julia's  Lacrosse  game  in 
Park  City.  I  recorded,  "What  I  appreciate  most  is  how  well  they  get  along  and  enjoy 
being  together.  We  laughed  lots....  It  will  be  important  to  have  a  Sister's  Weekend  each 
year.  It  is  one  of  our  best  get-togethers." 

Our  2005  gathering  was  scheduled  in  Utah  in  March,  but  because  of  my  dizzy  spell  the 
Utah  sisters  came  here  in  April.  They  met  the  Rexburg  girls  in  Idaho  Falls  and  got  their 
shopping  in.  "Carla  and  I  wisely  stayed  home."  We  ate  dinner  at  Chiz's.  That  evening 
and  the  next  we  looked  at  our  slides,  which  brought  back  many  memories.  Again,  we 
enjoyed  three  wonderful  days  together. 

We  have  had  some  wonderful  family  reunions.  The  one  held  at  Bear  Lake  in  July  2000 
was  a  special  one.  All  of  our  family  but  Bryan  and  Ryan  were  there.  We  stayed  in  a  house 
and  a  condo.  Ann  had  everything  organized  and  Janet  brought  all  the  food.  Ann  and  Max 
presented  a  patriotic  program  on  July  4th.  Carla  and  I  presented  a  Family  History 
program  focused  on  Hyrum  Smith  and  gave  each  child  and  grandchild  a  pedigree  chart  so 
they  could  figure  how  they  were  related  to  him.  Aubrey  and  Ryan  showed  us  a  video  they 
had  made  in  which  each  family  member  shared  a  memory  they  had  of  Carla  and  me. 
Even  though  the  water  was  cold  the  wave  runners  and  jet  skis  were  very  popular.  The 
nearby  golf  course  was  well  used.  Some  family  members  toured  Minetonka  Cave  and 
several  others  went  for  a  horse  ride  up  Logan  Canyon.  Of  course  we  had  our  traditional 
dig  in  the  sawdust  for  coins.  Our  meals  were  fabulous,  and  lots  of  us  had  a  famous  Bear 
Lake  raspberry  milk  shake  or  shakes.  I  recorded  that,  "I  don't  know  how  it  could  have 
been  better.  What  a  wonderful  family  we  have." 

In  2002  we  had  another  great  reunion  at  Graul's  cabin  with  everybody  but  Bryan  and 
Ryan,  who  were  serving  missions,  and  Logan  and  Tonya,  who  live  in  Seattle.  Among  the 
activities  was  a  presentation  of  The  Daughter  of  A  King  and  Layne's  presentation  about 
diamonds,  which  emphasized  our  eternal  heritage  and  living  worthy  to  return  to  our 
Heavenly  King.  Then  pillowcases,  which  had  been  screened  with  a  family  design  and 
created  by  Angie  and  Janet,  were  given  to  each  family  member  with  their  name  on  it.  On 
July  4th  we  had  a  patriotic  Memorial  Day  Service  that  honored  those  who  had  lost  loved 
ones  in  the  September  1 1th  attacks  and  members  of  the  armed  forces.  Janet  ended  it  with 
sharing  her  feelings  she  had  written  following  the  terrorist  attacks,  which  were  beautiful 
and  tender.  Among  other  traditional  activities  were  Bingo,  sawdust  dig  and  lots  of  eating. 

Our  most  recent  family  reunion  was  held  in  August  2005  in  Rexburg.  It  was  organized 
rather  quickly  but  went  off  well.  A  memorable  activity  was  floating  down  the  cold  Warm 
River  on  tubes  on  a  cold,  windy  day.  We  had  our  traditional  activities,  including  bowling. 
We  were  glad  Logan  and  Tonya  and  Mark  and  Jamie  could  come. 

Of  all  the  family  gatherings  we  have  ever  held  the  one  on  September  14th  2002  was  the 
greatest  for  Carla  and  me.  That  was  our  50th  Wedding  Anniversary  celebration  that  our 
family  had  for  us.  It  was  a  remarkable  day  that  took  lots  of  planning  by  our  four 
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daughters  and  their  families.  All  they  told  us  was  to  reserve  Saturday,  September  14th. 
Rhonda  said  they  would  pick  us  up  about  10  a.m.  and  to  not  wear  our  levies. 

Without  us  knowing  where  we  were  going  they  took  us  to  Maddox's  in  Brigham  City. 
Every  one  of  our  28  kids  and  grandkids  were  there  except  our  three  missionaries,  Bryan, 
Ryan  and  Mark.  As  I  walked  into  the  dining  room  I  was  overwhelmed  with  feelings  of 
joy  and  gratitude  by  seeing  everyone  there.  After  dinner  our  girls  gave  us  a  large  wall 
hanging  titled  "50  Things  We  Like  and  Remember  About  Mom  and  Dad."  They  said  this 
was  Stage  1 . 

We  went  to  Logan  for  the  next  stage.  The  weather  was  perfect  -  calm  and  sunny.  After 
driving  past  a  couple  of  homes  where  we  had  lived  in  Logan  they  took  us  to  the  temple. 
They  had  arranged  for  a  photographer  to  take  lots  of  family  pictures.  We  gathered  on  the 
temple  grounds  and  the  grandkids  asked  how  we  met,  got  engaged,  etc.  We  gave  each 
family  and  each  grandchild  a  picture  of  us.  It  turned  out  to  be  a  pretty  good  picture.  The 
girls  gave  us  a  book  titled  "50  Years  of  Memories."  It  contained  letters  from  various 
family  members  and  friends.  Ann  and  Max  typed  all  of  them  in  large  print  so  Carla  could 
read  them.  Ann  got  us  a  stunningly  beautiful  picture  of  the  Logan  Temple,  which  hangs 
over  our  stairway. 

The  third  stage  was  at  a  church  for  which  Greg  had  arranged.  They  prepared  a  nice  buffet 
and  then  had  an  enjoyable  program  in  which  everyone  participated.  Then  they  gave  us 
three  picture  books  of  their  families  and  us.  It  couldn't  have  been  a  more  perfect  and 
enjoyable  day.  What  a  lot  of  effort  and  foresight  went  into  it.  The  things  they  assembled 
for  us  are  filled  with  precious  memories.  What  a  thoughtful,  loving  family  we  have.  We 
couldn't  be  more  blessed. 

In  addition  to  the  gatherings  already  mentioned  we  had  some  special  get-togethers  in 
Fielding.  On  July  24th'  1999  we  celebrated  Mom  Wood's  90th  birthday.  Harvey  had 
recently  poured  lots  of  cement  around  his  house  and  laid  lots  of  sod,  so  it  was  a  nice 
place  to  gather.  The  temperature  was  95  degrees  with  a  hot  wind,  but  all  91  family 
members  were  able  to  sit  in  the  shade.  Mom  Wood  enjoyed  the  party  very  much  and 
looked  so  pretty.  In  July  2001  we  went  to  Fielding  with  our  Rexburg  daughters  and  met 
Ann,  Janet  and  Joseph  at  Mom  Wood's  to  celebrate  her  92nd  birthday.  After  lunch  we 
enjoyed  spending  the  afternoon  visiting  with  Mom.  We  appreciated  the  effort  the  girls 
made  to  be  there. 

A  very  special  get-together  was  Eldon's  80th  birthday  celebration  held  at  their  church  in 
Idaho  Falls  on  January  17th,  2004.  All  of  his  kids  and  all  of  his  brothers  and  sisters  but 
Verda  were  there.  He's  a  wonderful  brother,  and  we  enjoy  being  with  his  and  Velma's 
family. 

Another  group  of  gatherings  that  have  been  great  have  been  with  Eldon  and  Velma,  Dee 
and  Emmajean,  Dona  and  Willard  and  us.  We  try  to  get  together  quarterly  but  have  to  be 
pretty  flexible  because  of  Dee  and  Emmajean' s  travels  while  leading  tours,  health 
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problems  associated  with  age,  etc.  Several  times  Marion  and  Bob  and  even  Verda  have 
been  with  us  as  they  were  traveling  to  Utah. 

We  try  to  get  together  each  semester  with  all  our  relatives  who  were  attending  Ricks  or 
who  are  now  at  BYU-Idaho.  It  has  been  fun  to  become  acquainted  with  those  we  haven't 
known  and  all  of  them  seem  to  enjoy  it.  Meeting  all  of  our  schedules  is  the  most  difficult 
part. 


Significant  Happenings  to  Individuals  and  Families 

Our  daughters,  sons-in-law,  grandchildren  and  now  great-grandchildren  are  such  an 
important  part  of  my  life  that  I  want  to  remember  some  of  the  significant  events  in  their 
lives. 

1  June  2000.  Logan  returned  from  the  Brazil  Sao  Paulo  Mission.  His  missionary  report 
was  excellent  and  radiated  the  spirit  and  his  own  sensitivity.  Logan  got  right  to  work  in 
seriously  courting  Tonya  Tanner,  whom  he  had  dated  in  high  school.  They  were  married 
on  Friday,  October  13th'  2000  in  the  Idaho  Falls  temple.  In  2001  Logan  graduated  from 
Ricks  College  as  a  member  of  the  last  class  to  graduate  before  the  school  became  BYU- 
Idaho. 

1  May  2001.  Joseph  Clement  Graul  was  born  in  Provo.  We  weren't  expecting  any  more 
grandchildren.  He  was  delivered  Caesarian  because  he  was  turned  facing  the  wrong  way 
(A  precursor  of  things  to  come?)  and  the  umbilical  cord  was  wrapped  around  his  neck. 
We  were  all  thrilled  at  his  safe  arrival  after  a  long,  uncomfortable  pregnancy  for  Janet. 
What  a  blessing  he  has  been  to  his  family  and  all  of  us. 

8  July  2001.  Bryan's  talk  prior  to  leaving  for  the  Texas  Houston  Mission  was  on  gratitude 
and  was  very  well  done.  He  was  a  well-prepared  missionary. 

September  2001.  We  visited  Janet  and  Greg's  cabin  up  near  Heber  for  the  first  time.  It 
was  a  beautiful  place.  They  offered  it  as  the  site  for  our  next  family  reunion.  We  have 
enjoyed  being  there  many  times  since.  It  is  the  perfect  get-away  for  Greg. 

24  September  2001 .  We  were  surprised  to  read  a  letter  in  our  local  paper  Laurel  had 
written  in  response  to  many  negative  letters  others  had  written.  She  said  that  as  a  mother 
of  six  children  she  was  qualified  to  know  what  a  whiner  was. . .  "One  who  continually  and 
relentlessly  rehashes  an  issue  over  and  over  until  it  becomes  irritatingly  old."  She  then 
went  on  to  support  our  city  officials.  It  was  an  extremely  well  written  letter. 

23  November  2001 .  Rhonda  was  at  the  Rexburg  K-Mart  parking  lot  at  4:30  a.m.  the  day 
after  Thanksgiving.  Our  other  three  daughters  got  up  at  5  a.m.  to  get  to  the  big  sales  in 
Idaho  Falls.  They  spent  most  of  the  day  among  the  huge  crowds  of  shoppers  and  came 
home  excited  and  tired. 
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8  February  2002.  We  enjoyed  attending  Aubrey  and  Jereme's  wedding  in  Pleasant  Grove, 
even  though  it  was  held  during  the  Opening  Ceremonies  of  the  2002  Winter  Olympics  in 
Salt  Lake  City.  Aubrey  was  beautiful;  Jereme  was  handsome.  They  were  a  couple  fully  in 
love. 

31  March  2002.  Ryan  gave  a  masterful  talk  on  the  atonement  prior  to  leaving  for  the 
Nova  Scotia  Halifax  Mission. 

21  May  2002.  Marianne  had  a  memorable  high  school  graduation  in  the  BYU-Idaho 
football  stadium  because  the  Hart  Gym  was  being  worked  on.  Even  though  there  was  a 
steady  drizzle  most  people  didn't  seem  to  mind  and  enjoyed  the  unique  circumstances. 
The  graduates  and  audience  were  covered  with  colorful  umbrellas. 

May  2002.  Mom  Wood  was  hospitalized  with  serious  health  problems,  including 
pneumonia.  She  was  later  transferred  to  a  nursing  home  in  Malad.  In  August  she  was 
moved  to  one  in  Tremonton  where  she  felt  secure  and  well  taken  care  of.  She  spent  the 
rest  of  her  life  there. 

28  July  2002.  Mark  Walker  showed  his  great  understanding  of  the  gospel  by  the  way  he 
put  his  thoughts  together  in  his  talk  before  leaving  for  the  New  Jersey  Morristown 
Mission. 

January  2003.  Marianne,  Jennifer  and  Angie  began  attending  a  BYU  Semester  at 
Nauvoo.  It  made  them  come  to  love  the  temple  and  gave  them  valuable  experiences, 
especially  for  Jennifer  who  "discovered"  Jacob  Smith  while  there. 

25  March  2003.  We  became  great-grandparents  with  the  birth  of  Jameson  to  Logan  and 
Tonya.  We  were  able  to  see  his  newborn  picture  on  the  Internet.  He's  a  keeper. 

March  2003.  Ann  stepped  down  from  her  corporate-level  job  at  Maceys  to  be  able  to 
spend  more  time  with  her  family.  We  admired  her  because  we  knew  how  rewarding  her 
job  was. 

29  March  2003.  Greg  flew  to  the  Philippines  to  look  at  setting  up  a  Western  Wats  calling 
center  there.  When  he  returned  he  was  pleased  with  the  prospects  and  that  the  people 
were  both  friendly  and  supportive  and  in  need  of  work. 

2  May  2003.  We  attended  Mark  Sutherland  and  Jamie  Jensen's  wedding  in  the  Salt  Lake 
temple.  Mark's  eyes  just  sparkled.  All  of  our  daughters  with  their  husbands  and  nearly  all 
of  Mark's  old  gang  were  there.  We  had  a  wonderful  meal  and  program  at  the  Lion  House. 
It  was  about  as  nice  a  time  as  we  could  have  had. 

22  July  2003.  Bryan  returned  from  his  mission.  It  was  a  teary,  joyful  reunion  at  the 
airport.  He  has  matured  and  has  done  well. 
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14  August  2003.  Jennifer  and  Jacob  Smith  were  married  in  the  Salt  Lake  temple.  They 
seem  to  be  very  good  for  each  other.  Their  BYU  Semester  at  Nauvoo  proved  to  be  very 
beneficial  to  both  of  them. 

October  2003.  While  we  were  in  Orem  for  Robbie's  ordination  to  the  Aaronic  Priesthood 
Rhonda  was  called  as  the  new  Relief  Society  President  in  our  ward.  It  came  at  a  very 
busy  time  in  their  family  as  she  is  helping  Bruce  in  his  effort  to  be  re-elected  as  Mayor  of 
Rexburg.  He  lost  the  election  in  November.  It  was  a  very  surprising  and  disappointing 
outcome.  We  felt  his  experience  was  badly  needed  in  leading  the  city. 

30  December  2003.  Aubrey  and  Jereme  were  sealed  in  the  Salt  Lake  temple,  but  we 
weren't  able  to  drive  to  Utah  because  a  snowstorm  closed  the  freeway  both  north  and 
south  of  Idaho  Falls.  The  Behlings  along  with  Aubrey  and  Jereme  spent  the  night  before 
the  sealing  at  a  hotel  in  Salt  Lake  City  so  they  would  be  sure  to  get  to  the  temple. 

1 8  January  2004.  Ryan  reported  his  mission.  He  gave  a  masterful  talk  and  demonstrated 
his  knowledge  and  strong  testimony  of  the  gospel.  We  were  impressed  and  inspired. 

20  March  2004.  The  hole  for  the  foundation  for  Laurel  and  Layne's  new  house  was  dug. 
It's  finally  underway.  Later  the  same  day  Ann  called  to  tell  us  they  became  grandparents 
with  the  birth  of  Cayden.  We  were  relieved  that  all  was  well  after  the  difficult  pregnancy 
Aubrey  went  through. 

18  April  2004.  Layne  was  sustained  as  a  Bishop  of  a  campus  ward.  We're  thrilled  about 
his  call.  He  will  do  a  good  job,  and  it  is  a  good  time  in  their  lives  for  him  to  serve. 

27  May  2004.  Mom  Wood  died  at  the  nursing  home  in  Tremonton.  We  were  with  her 
earlier  in  the  night,  and  after  DeeAnn  called  and  told  us  she,  Harvey  and  Iris  Lee  and  we 
spent  a  spiritual,  tender  time  with  her  before  the  undertaker  took  her  body.  We  were 
ready  to  let  her  go.  Her  funeral  was  beautiful  and  very  personal.  It  is  hard  for  us  to  go  to 
Orem  without  stopping  to  visit  her  as  we  have  done  for  so  many  years. 

June  2004.  Mark  Sutherland  did  a  wonderful  thing  for  his  father-in-law,  Steven  Jensen, 
when  he  donated  a  kidney  to  him.  What  a  significant  act  of  love.  Steve's  health  improved 
greatly  as  he  was  at  death's  door.  We  are  so  grateful  for  Mark's  sacrifice. 

24  June  2004.  Carla  had  a  very  special  72nd  birthday  when  Ann  and  Janet  came  up  from 
Orem,  joined  Rhonda  and  Laurel  and  completely  surprised  Carla  when  they  came  to  our 
house.  It  was  a  joyful  time. 

10  August  2004.  Mark  Walker  arrived  home  from  New  Jersey.  He  looked  so  good.  He 
has  grown  up  and  matured.  He  just  seemed  confident  and  at  peace.  What  a  handsome 
young  man. 

29  October  2004.  Marianne  and  Joe  Weekes  were  married  by  our  Bishop  I  vers.  It  was  a 
beautiful  ceremony  and  the  reception  was  a  masterpiece  with  lots  of  beautiful  flowers, 
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artistic  arrangements  and  decorations.  We  like  Joe  a  lot  and  enjoyed  meeting  his  family.  I 
recently  realized  that  four  out  of  the  five  spouses  of  our  married  grandchildren  have 
names  that  start  with  J  -  Jereme,  Jamie,  Jacob  and  Joe. 

29  April  2005.  Mark  Walker  left  for  Alaska  to  start  his  job  of  driving  a  tour  bus  for 
Princess  Tour  Lines.  He  has  been  training  by  driving  a  bus  stationed  in  Sugar  City  and 
earned  his  CDL  license,  which  was  required.  He  is  excited  and  a  bit  nervous. 

14  May  2005.  Ann  had  a  totally  surprising  50    birthday  party.  Janet  and  Aubrey  planned 
it  well  in  advance.  Our  entire  family  was  there  to  surprise  her  when  Max  brought  her  to 
Grauls  for  a  well-attended  birthday  party.  She  nearly  fainted  when  everybody  came  out  of 
hiding. 

June  2005.  Max  was  called  as  Bishop  of  the  singles  ward  for  their  stake  and  two  other 
stakes.  The  day  he  was  to  be  sustained  the  Grauls  were  here  for  Mike  to  receive  his 
patriarchal  blessing  so  we  didn't  go  down  to  Orem.  We  are  all  thrilled  about  his  call. 

28  September  2005.  Jamie  Sutherland  gave  birth  to  our  third  great-grandson,  Isaac  Jay 
Sutherland  in  Las  Vegas.  Mark  sent  us  several  pictures  by  e-mail  and  he  looked  like  he 
was  a  month-old  cute  little  chunk. 

29  October  2005.  A  marvelous  weekend  took  place  for  our  family.  Marianne  and  Joe 
were  sealed  in  the  Idaho  Falls  temple  by  our  neighbor,  Farrell  Young,  in  a  beautiful 
ceremony.  The  family  members  from  Utah  came  up  to  be  there,  and  then  we  all  drove  to 
Orem  that  afternoon  to  attend  Michael's  sacrament  meeting  talk  the  next  day  prior  to  his 
mission.  Mark  Sutherland  blessed  their  new  son,  Isaac  at  the  same  meeting.  We  are 
grateful  for  the  way  our  family  members  support  one  another. 

21  November  2005.  Olivia  May  Sutherland,  our  first  great-granddaughter,  was  born  in 
Orem.  Logan  called  to  tell  us  she  and  Tonya  were  both  doing  well.  Her  pictures  show  her 
to  be  a  beautiful,  filled  out  little  girl. 

23  November  2005  (Thanksgiving  Day).  Laurel  and  Layne's  entire  gamily  flew  to 
Chicago  to  see  "Wicked"  a  musical  about  one  of  the  witches  in  The  Wizard  of  Oz.  They 
stayed  just  one  night  but  loved  the  show  and  their  quick  trip. 

December  2005.  Rhonda  and  Bruce  flew  to  New  York  City  with  Logan  who  had  an 
interview  with  Citi-Corp  about  a  summer  internship.  They  loved  everything  about  the 
trip.  They  were  even  able  to  get  good  seats  to  see  "Wicked."  Logan's  highlight  was 
touring  Yankee  Stadium. 


Significant  Church  Events 

Right  near  the  end  of  his  talk  during  the  closing  session  of  the  April  1999  General 
Conference  President  Hinckley  made  a  surprising  announcement  that  a  temple  would  be 
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built  at  Nauvoo.  That  was  thrilling!  Six  more  new  temples  were  announced  the  week 
before  and  there  were  already  over  100  announced.  It's  an  amazing  time  in  the  church. 

The  October  1999  General  Conference  was  of  historical  significance  as  after  132  years  it 
was  the  last  one  to  be  held  in  the  Tabernacle  on  Temple  Square.  It  was  hoped  that  the 
new  Conference  Center,  which  will  hold  21,000  people,  would  be  completed  for  April 
Conference.  It  was  also  the  Tabernacle  Choir's  Director,  Gerald  Ottley's,  last  General 
Conference,  as  he  is  retiring. 

The  new  Conference  Center  was  dedicated  during  the  April  2000  General  Conference.  It 
is  an  amazing  facility  -  huge,  but  beautiful  and  acoustically  excellent.  Those  who 
attended  said  they  could  hear  clearly  and  feel  the  spirit  so  abundantly  even  though  there 
were  over  21,000  in  attendance.  A  meaningful  sidelight  was  that  the  pulpit  was  made 
from  a  walnut  tree  that  President  Hinckley  had  planted  in  his  yard  36  years  ago,  which 
had  died.  It  will  be  a  lasting  monument  to  him  and  a  reminder  of  his  great  leadership  and 
faith. 

On  April  6,  2000  we  viewed  the  dedication  of  the  Palmyra  New  York  Temple  by 
President  Hinckley  via  satellite  at  our  stake  center.  The  stake  centers  were  considered  as 
an  extension  of  the  temple  so  strict  requirements  were  maintained.  Every  person  had  to 
have  a  ticket  issued  by  the  Bishop.  We  watched  it  in  the  Relief  Society  room  where  Carla 
could  see  the  TV  clearly.  It  was  a  special  spiritual  experience. 

Elder  F.  Melvin  Hammond  presented  our  new  Stake  President,  Greg  Moeller,  in  May 
2000.  He  is  a  young  attorney  who  is  very  bright  but  very  humble  and  spiritual.  During 
our  November  2000  stake  conference  President  Moeller  explained  why  he  had  been 
urging  us  to  become  a  Zion  people.  He  shared  a  dream  in  which  he  saw  our  stake 
members  on  a  trek  somewhat  like  the  Pioneers.  They  were  in  the  mountains  where  they 
had  stopped  in  a  beautiful  valley  and  were  happy.  He  was  at  the  top  of  a  hill  and  saw  a 
new  valley,  which  was  even  more  beautiful.  A  young  man  came  from  the  new  valley  and 
said,  "This  is  where  the  people  need  to  go  and  you  must  lead  them."  The  focus  in  our 
stake  since  then  has  been  to  have  every  member  of  our  stake  become  a  Zion  person. 

In  April  2001  we  attended  the  Winter  Quarters  temple  dedication  broadcast  with  Ann  and 
Max  who  were  here  visiting.  It  was  as  touching  as  the  Palmyra  temple  dedication. 

At  our  stake  conference  in  November  2001  President  Moeller  asked  us  to  do  specific 
things  to  help  move  us  toward  becoming  a  Zion  people  (1)  rededicate  our  homes  and 
record  it  and  (2)  complete  our  December  Home  Teaching  and  Visiting  Teaching  100%. 
We  did  both.  It  was  an  uplifting,  spiritual  experience.  We  have  our  home  rededication 
recorded  and  printed. 

The  Nauvoo  Temple  Dedication  was  a  sacred,  touching  experience.  It  was  broadcast  on 
June  27th  2002  and  began  at  5  p.m.,  which  was  the  time  of  the  martyrdom  of  Joseph  and 
Hyrum  Smith.  President  Hinckley  was  very  tender.  He  said  he  felt  the  presence  of 
Heavenly  Father,  Jesus  Christ  and  Joseph  and  Hyrum.  The  building  has  been  restored 
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almost  exactly  as  it  was  originally.  As  the  temple  interior  was  shown  before  the  service 
began  I  was  amazed  at  its  beauty  and  the  quality  of  workmanship  by  those  who  built  it  in 
their  time  of  poverty  and  persecution. 

I  attended  the  first  Worldwide  Priesthood  Leadership  broadcast  with  Max  and  Greg  in 
January  2003  while  we  were  in  Orem.  President  Hinckley  and  five  Apostles  gave 
wonderful  messages.  The  broadcast  was  available  to  97%  of  the  church  leaders  in  the 
entire  world.  What  amazing  things  can  be  done  through  modern  technology.  The 
Brethren  are  trying  to  set  the  same  standard  in  the  entire  world  and  are  raising  the  bar  for 
missionaries.  It  was  a  relaxed,  yet  profoundly  uplifting  meeting. 

The  theme  of  our  November  2003  Stake  Conference  was  about  building  unity  in  our 
stake  and  community  as  a  necessary  part  of  becoming  a  Zion  people.  President  Moeller 
asked  each  of  us,  by  December  31st,  to  go  to  those  we  have  hard  feelings  towards  and  ask 
for  forgiveness. 

A  letter  from  the  First  Presidency  to  our  area  Bishops  and  Stake  Presidents  was  received 
in  December  2003  announcing  that  a  temple  would  be  built  in  Rexburg.  I  was  stunned  but 
immediately  elated.  It  fulfills  a  prophecy  made  in  1884  by  Wilford  Woodruff  from  a 
wagon  box  out  in  the  sagebrush  east  of  Idaho  Falls  when  he  said,  ". .  .as  I  look  into  the 
future  of  this  great  valley  I  can  see  temples."  What  a  wonderful  prospect!  In  March  2004 
we  learned  that  the  temple  would  be  built  within  the  boundaries  of  our  stake  on  land 
owned  by  BYU-Idaho  near  the  intersection  of  7l  South  and  2nd  East,  which  is  just  one 
mile  from  our  home.  We  were  all  thrilled. 

Attending  a  World  Wide  Training  meeting  for  Stake  Presidents  and  Patriarchs  held  in 
January  2005  was  marvelous  and  beneficial.  It  made  me  realize  even  more  clearly  what  a 
sacred  calling  the  office  of  Patriarch  is  and  what  a  significant  responsibility  it  carries. 
President  Hinckley  said  that  patriarchs  were  prophets  and  revelators  to  the  individuals  to 
whom  they  give  blessings. 

In  July  2005  we  watched  President  Hinckley's  95th  birthday  celebrations  from  the 
Conference  Center.  It  was  a  wonderful  program.  President  Hinckley  spoke  briefly  with  a 
strong  voice  and  vigorously.  His  health  and  alertness  were  remarkable.  He  was  leaving 
for  a  trip  around  the  world  that  included  dedicating  a  temple  in  Nigeria.  The  Lord  has 
certainly  sustained  him. 

During  the  summer  of  2005  President  Hinckley  asked  all  members  of  the  church  to  read 
or  reread  the  Book  of  Mormon  by  the  end  of  the  year.  Carla  and  I  read  separately  but 
finished  rereading  it  in  December  and  felt  the  blessings  President  Hinckley  promised  to 
all  who  read  it.  So  many  people,  including  those  who  previously  professed  to  not  read 
much  of  anything,  have  described  what  blessings  they  have  received  through  their 
obedience. 

Because  December  23rd  was  the  200th  anniversary  of  Joseph  Smith's  birth  the  year  was 
filled  with  a  wide  variety  of  celebrations  and  presentations  about  his  life.  The  new  movie 
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at  the  Joseph  Smith  Memorial  Building  is  titled  "Joseph  Smith."  It  is  also  available  in  all 
the  church's  Visitor  Centers.  Carla  and  I  were  touched  by  what  it  portrayed  about  the 
faith  of  Joseph  Smith  and  the  early  saints.  The  books  we  read  and  the  other  presentations 
have  added  to  our  appreciation  for  him  and  our  testimonies  that  he  was  the  prophet  of  the 
restoration. 

It's  wonderful  to  see  the  temple  under  construction.  It  is  a  constant  reminder  as  I 
regularly  drive  past  the  site  and  watch  it  come  together. 


Ricks  College  and  BYU-Idaho 

During  the  fall  of  1999  the  Ricks  College  administrators  asked  a  bunch  of  us  retirees  to 
man  the  Information  Desk  in  the  new  Kimball  Administration  Building.  We  did  one  3- 
hour  shift  per  week,  which  was  just  the  right  amount  of  work  for  a  retiree.  It  was 
enjoyable  to  help  students  and  visitors  find  where  to  go  to  get  their  questions  answered 
and  to  visit  with  many  employees.  President  Hinckley  and  Elder  Eyring  came  to  dedicate 
the  building  and  speak  at  the  Devotional.  There  was  a  reverent,  sacred  feeling  at  the 
dedication. 

A  startling  announcement  by  President  Hinckley  in  June  2000  from  Salt  Lake  City  that 
Ricks  College  would  become  a  four-year  university  left  me  stunned!  During  our  early 
years  at  Ricks  it  was  always  our  hope  that  it  would  become  a  four-year  school,  but  over 
the  past  15  years  statements  by  The  Brethren  that  the  school  would  remain  a  two-year 
school  were  so  firm  that  I  thought  it  would  never  happen.  The  Post  Register  had  a  half- 
page  headline:  "GOODBYE  RICKS:  WELCOME  BYU  -  IDAHO",  which  will  be  its 
new  name.  Another  part  of  the  announcement  was  that  all  intercollegiate  athletics  would 
be  dropped.  Both  items  stirred  up  lots  of  discussion.  I  have  so  much  confidence  in 
President  Hinckley's  vision  that  it  is  easy  to  accept  both  changes.  I  enjoyed  Logan's 
comment,  "Maybe  after  I  finish  at  BYU-Idaho  I  will  attend  BYU-Utah." 

Special  programs  honoring  the  Spori  Building  were  part  of  Homecoming  in  October  2000 
as  it  was  to  be  demolished  later  that  fall.  I  well  remember  our  first  visit  there  with 
President  John  L.  Clark  about  the  possibility  of  working  at  Ricks  College.  I  then  spent  10 
years  at  the  Counseling  Center  in  the  Spori.  It  has  a  special  place  in  my  heart.  While  it 
was  being  demolished  the  building  caught  fire  and  burned  in  a  spectacular  blaze. 

The  groundbreaking  for  the  new  Health  and  Counseling  Center  was  held  on  a  cold,  windy 
day  in  November  2002.  It  provided  a  beautiful,  functional  facility,  but  was  not  enough  to 
lure  me  out  of  retirement. 

The  new  activity  program  at  BYU-Idaho  became  a  great  blessing  to  many  students 
allowing  them  to  compete  in  sports  and  many  other  activities.  The  athletic  teams  are  at 
different  skill  levels.  We  have  enjoyed  watching  Jamie  play  basketball  with  Bryan  and 
Mark  as  her  coach  in  the  competitive  league.  Layne,  as  a  campus  ward  Bishop,  has 
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played  with  his  kids  in  intramural  coed  basketball,  volleyball  and  softball.  The  activity 
program  has  gotten  the  attention  of  many  other  schools. 

President  Bednar  was  called  as  an  Apostle  during  the  April  2004  General  Conference  and 
was  temporarily  replaced  as  President  by  Bob  Wilkes.  He  has  done  a  masterful  job  of 
leading  the  transition  of  BYU-Idaho  into  a  four-year  university.  It's  easy  in  looking  back 
to  see  the  hand  of  the  Lord  in  Elder  Bednar' s  coming  to  Ricks  and  leading  the  school  at 
this  significant  time  of  it's  history.  He  is  a  remarkable  thinker  and  speaker.  Like  Elder 
Eyring  he  has  benefited  in  his  own  growth  by  serving  at  this  special  school. 

The  new  BYU-Idaho  president,  Kim  Clark,  was  impressive  during  a  TV  interview  and  as 
we  listened  to  his  first  Devotional  talk  during  the  summer  and  fall  of  2005.  Even  though 
he's  from  Harvard  he  is  a  down-to-earth  person  and  very  warm.  Everyone  feels  very 
positive  about  him  and  his  leadership  ability.  He  has  brought  instant  credibility  to  BYU- 
Idaho  because  of  his  position  as  Dean  of  the  College  of  Business  at  Harvard.  I'm  sure  the 
Lord  has  prepared  him  for  this  position. 

Impressive  ceremonies  accompanied  the  inauguration  of  President  Clark  in  October  2005 
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as  the  15    president.  It  was  almost  like  another  session  of  General  Conference  because  it 
was  so  spiritual  and  uplifting.  The  messages  of  both  President  Clark  and  President 
Hinckley  were  outstanding.  President  Clark  seems  to  have  a  vision  of  what  BYU-Idaho 
will  become.  President  Hinckley  said  this  university  is  unique,  unlike  any  other  and  that 
its  impact  will  become  worldwide.  The  entire  First  Presidency  and  several  members  of 
the  church  Board  of  Education,  including  four  Apostles,  were  here.  Also  attending  were 
the  President  of  Harvard  and  Governor  Kempthorne.  Truly  Ricks  College  and  BYU- 
Idaho  have  come  out  of  obscurity.  What  a  contrast  to  Ricks  being  referred  to  as  "Upper 
Valley  High"  by  some  critics  in  Idaho  Falls  when  we  first  came  to  Rexburg. 


Our  Home,  Yard  and  Garden 

After  looking  at  beautiful  homes  and  wondering  what  to  do  about  buying  a  home  we 
decided  in  March  1999  that  we'd  probably  add  a  family  room  onto  our  home,  if  a  builder 
could  help  us  see  how  best  to  do  it.  A  couple  of  months  later  we  sodded  the  south  third  of 
our  garden  with  Alan  Clark  and  Dee  doing  most  of  the  heavy  work.  I  decided  I  would 
rather  mow  than  hoe. 

When  we  arrived  home  from  a  trip  to  Utah  in  August  the  vacant  lot  to  the  south,  "The 
Pit,"  was  covered  with  a  four-foot  layer  of  gravel  with  the  dimensions  for  a  house  staked 
out.  That  added  the  nudge  we  needed  to  get  going  on  our  addition  while  we  could  still  get 
heavy  equipment  into  our  back  yard  through  the  lot  next  door.  Terry  Leishman,  our 
builder,  wanted  us  to  get  the  plans  drawn  up  quickly  so  he  could  get  the  foundation 
poured  before  the  weather  got  too  cold.  We  also  decided  to  replace  our  kitchen  cabinets. 
After  the  foundation  was  poured  and  the  floor  was  put  on  we  covered  it  with  a  tarp  for  the 
winter  as  Terry  was  working  on  another  house. 
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By  July  2000  our  addition  was  nearly  finished.  It  required  us  to  make  lots  of  decisions 
about  things  we  had  never  considered  before.  It  all  came  together  after  several  months  of 
disruption,  and  we're  pleased  with  the  outcome.  We  especially  liked  the  entertainment 
center  and  fireplace  woodwork,  which  Rod  Hart  built.  The  downstairs  room  was  well 
lighted  and  inviting  with  its  large  windows.  Carla  said  our  family  room  was  as  big  as  a 
church,  so  when  Alan  Clark  kept  asking  me  what  we  were  going  to  call  our  new  family 
room  I  told  him  we  could  call  it  "The  Church"  and  the  new  basement  room  "The  Pool 
Hall." 

The  first  time  we  had  family  members  come  for  a  visit  we  appreciated  the  extra  space  and 
that  we  could  all  gather  together  upstairs  in  the  new  family  room.  The  addition  to  our 
patio,  which  Bruce  helped  us  design,  was  nice  looking  and  also  gave  us  lots  more  room. 
We  were  ready  to  have  the  dust  and  various  workers  who  were  here  every  day  come  to  an 
end,  but  we  were  thrilled  with  the  outcome  and  feel  it  was  a  great  decision  to  build.  I  was 
tickled  when  we  got  a  pool  table  and  a  ping-pong  table.  We  hoped  to  use  them  frequently. 
It's  been  fun  to  have  the  grandkids  come  and  use  them. 

A  disease  that  caused  the  leaves  to  curl  up  and  die  showed  up  in  our  raspberries  in  July 
2001  and  caused  me  great  concern  as  we  got  only  a  small  crop  of  berries.  I  thought  we 
would  lose  all  our  raspberries,  some  of  which  we  got  from  Dr.  Morrell  when  we  first 
planted  a  garden  in  1969. 1  finally  found  out  that  cane  borers  caused  the  damage.  By 
spraying  we  have  largely  controlled  the  insects  and  the  raspberries  are  bearing  well  again. 

In  April  2003  we  finished  the  inside  of  our  garage.  It  sure  looked  better  and  was  much 
warmer  during  the  winter.  A  window  in  the  door  to  the  patio  added  lots  of  light  to  our 
garage. 


World  Events 

As  the  new  century  approached  there  was  great  concern  about  a  worldwide  shutdown 
because  computers  had  been  programmed  to  read  only  two  numbers  on  the  year  date  but 
not  2000.  Billions  of  dollars  were  spent  to  change  computers  and  no  one  was  sure  what 
might  happen  after  midnight.  Many  dire  predictions  were  made  about  the  Y2K  (year 
2000)  calamity  that  would  occur.  People  filled  their  cars  with  gasoline  and  stored  water 
and  food.  All  travel  was  suspended,  even  for  church  leaders  and  missionaries.  The 
beginning  of  Winter  Semester  at  Ricks  College  was  even  delayed  by  two  days.  As  it 
turned  out  everything  went  well.  Someone  at  church  said,  "It  was  the  biggest  non-event 
that  has  ever  occurred." 

The  November  2000  Presidential  election  between  George  W.  Bush  and  Al  Gore  was  so 
close  the  winner  wasn't  determined  until  December  12    when  the  U.S.  Supreme  Court 
ruled  in  a  5-4  decision  that  President  Bush  had  won.  We  were  glad  about  the  outcome. 

September  1 1th'  2001,  or  9/1 1  as  it  would  come  to  be  known,  was  a  terrible  day  as 
passenger  planes  taken  over  by  terrorists  were  crashed  into  the  two  World  Trade  Center 
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towers  in  New  York  City  and  the  Pentagon  in  Washington  D.C.  One  of  our  kids  called 
and  told  us  about  it  after  the  first  plane  and  we  watched  on  TV  as  the  second  one  crashed 
into  the  second  tower.  It  was  difficult  to  believe  such  an  event  could  happen.  The  entire 
country  was  in  shock.  Thousands  were  killed  including  a  young  Howell  man  from  Sugar 
City  who  worked  at  the  Pentagon.  Our  country  became  united  and  patriotic.  Many  heroic 
and  kind  acts  were  done.  It  reminded  me  of  after  Pearl  Harbor,  except  that  the  enemy 
wasn't  identified  as  clearly.  The  desire  of  people  to  help  in  any  way  they  could  and  the 
way  so  many  openly  turned  to  God  showed  the  basic  goodness  of  people  that  comes  out 
in  emergencies. 

Worldwide  attention  was  focused  on  Salt  Lake  City  in  February  2002  as  the  Winter 
Olympics  were  held  there.  They  were  very  well  organized.  The  helpfulness  and 
friendliness  of  the  many  volunteers,  who  were  mostly  from  Utah,  brought  favorable 
comments  from  all  over  the  world.  On  January  22n  the  Olympic  Torch  run  came  through 
Rexburg,  which  created  lots  of  excitement. 

The  war  with  Iraq  began  on  March  19,  2003,  my  71st  birthday.  In  the  beginning  there  was 
widespread  support  for  it,  but  as  time  passed  without  clear  progress  there  was  lots  of 
controversy.  Conquering  Iraq  and  getting  rid  of  Hussein's  rule  was  quickly  accomplished 
in  a  high  tech  war.  Since  then  the  insurgents  have  caused  lots  of  difficulties  even  though 
a  constitution  was  written  and  a  democratic  election  was  held.  There  was  lots  of  criticism 
of  President  Bush.  Lots  of  good  has  been  done  for  the  people  even  though  little  of  that  is 
reported  in  the  media.  I  feel  we've  got  to  finish  what  we've  started  to  do  regardless  of 
how  difficult  it  is. 

Watching  the  Summer  Olympics  in  2004  in  Athens,  Greece  was  enjoyable  for  us.  The 
country  did  a  good  job  in  running  the  games.  Security  against  terrorist  attacks  was 
terrible  costly,  but  all  went  well. 

The  day  after  Christmas  in  2004  an  earthquake  in  the  Indian  Ocean  near  Indonesia  caused 
a  tsunami,  which  devastated  the  shores  of  several  countries  and  killed  over  283,000 
people.  There  was  more  devastation  in  August  and  September  2005  as  hurricanes  Katrina 
and  Rita  hit  several  Gulf  States  and  nearly  wiped  out  New  Orleans.  It  was  the  largest-ever 
natural  disaster  in  this  country.  Hundreds  of  thousands  of  people  relocated  to  other  cities 
and  states.  The  cost  to  rebuild  the  damaged  areas  will  be  astronomical.  Our  church 
leaders  have  been  very  reassuring  in  their  messages,  but  have  said  the  prophecies  indicate 
there  will  be  even  greater  disasters  prior  to  the  Second  Coming.  Thank  goodness  we  have 
the  gospel  to  guide  and  sustain  us. 


Friends  and  Neighbors 

In  May  1999  we  had  Pecks  and  Hendricks  over  for  dinner  and  discussed  their  upcoming 
missions  -  Pecks  to  Armenia  and  Hendricks  to  preside  over  the  Alaska  Anchorage 
Mission.  What  close  and  true  friends  they  have  been  over  these  many  years,  and  how 
comfortable  it  is  to  be  with  them.  Their  faith  in  the  Lord  is  very  evident. 
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Clarks  returned  from  their  mission  to  the  London  Temple  in  August  2002  and  resumed 
their  annual  Neighborhood  Breakfast  in  their  back  yard.  They  are  wonderful  neighbors. 

We  spent  a  delightful  evening  visiting  with  friends  at  Sorensen's  in  August  2002. 
Sorensen's  had  recently  returned  from  Hong  Kong  as  Asian  Humanitarian  Leaders, 
Hendricks  from  Alaska  as  Mission  President,  Malstroms  from  a  Welfare  Services  mission 
in  Alaska,  Schwartzs  had  been  home  for  some  time  after  presiding  over  the  Ukraine 
Rostov  mission,  and  Pecks  served  a  CES  mission  in  the  new  Armenian  mission,  which 
formerly  was  part  of  the  Ukraine  mission.  What  challenges,  amazing  experiences  and 
spiritual  happenings  were  shared.  It  was  an  exceptional  four-hour  visit.  What  wonderful, 
true  friends  they  all  are  to  us. 

Allan  Clark  kept  us  accurately  posted  on  the  amount  of  precipitation  we  received  by 
using  his  rain  gauge.  A  storm  in  September  2002  brought  us  almost  an  inch  of  rain.  In 
November  Alan  told  me  he  had  finished  his  fall  plowing.  Even  though  he  was  75  years 
old  Alan  dug  his  entire  garden  with  a  shovel  rather  than  using  a  tiller.  For  years  he  has 
collected  all  kinds  of  grass,  leaves,  and  garden  refuge  from  his  neighbors  and  buried  them 
in  a  couple  of  large  holes  that  were  at  least  10  feet  in  diameter,  which  he  had  dug.  This 
has  changed  his  soil  from  being  very  poor  when  Alan  moved  there  to  the  richest  I  have 
ever  seen.  It  grows  great  crops. 

In  August  2003  my  new  Home  Teaching  companion  was  Farrell  Young  who  returned  in 
July  from  presiding  over  the  Mexico  Hermosillo  mission.  He  was  the  third  ex-mission 
president  I've  had  as  a  Home  Teaching  companion.  Maybe  my  leaders  were  trying  to 
teach  me  how  to  do  it  right. 

By  November  2005  our  good  neighbor,  Alan  Clark,  was  diagnosed  with  cancer 
throughout  his  body  and  has  deteriorated  rapidly.  He  couldn't  even  continue  as  my  Home 
Teaching  partner  or  in  his  assignment  as  a  temple  officiator.  He  felt  he  wouldn't  live  very 
long,  which  was  a  real  shock  to  him,  as  he  has  taken  exceptional  care  of  his  body.  He  also 
has  a  family  with  a  remarkable  history  of  longevity.  His  condition  has  had  a  serious  effect 
on  us.  Our  lives  have  been  so  intermingled  with  our  adjoining  back  yards  and  lots  of 
other  interactions.  It  was  also  a  reminder  of  our  own  mortality.  I  was  surprised  at  how 
gloomy  and  foreboding  I  felt  for  a  few  days.  Then  one  morning  during  my  prayers  the 
thought  came  into  my  mind,  "Instead  of  feeling  so  despondent  you  should  be  rejoicing. 
He  has  lived  a  good  life."  Since  then  I've  felt  very  positive,  even  though  it  was  painful  to 
see  his  limitations  and  discomforts  and  the  concerns  of  his  wife,  Janet.  Life  is  pretty 
fragile.  We  need  to  enjoy  each  day  we  live.  Alan  asked  me  to  speak  at  his  funeral.  Alan 
died  March  21st' 2006.  We  will  miss  him  tremendously,  especially  not  seeing  him  out  in 
his  yard  and  garden.  He  was  an  example  for  us  of  obedience,  righteousness,  and 
commitment  and  was  a  very  good  friend. 
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Nearly  everything  that  happens  in  my  life  could  be  described  under  "Carla  and  Me."  Our 
lives  have  become  so  intertwined  that  most  things  that  take  place  are  described  using  we, 
us,  ours,  both,  together  or  similar  words.  What  a  great  blessing  she  has  been  throughout 
my  life.  She  has  always  been  a  steadying  influence  for  my  wide  emotional  swings  of 
elation,  excitement,  despair,  worry  or  compulsiveness.  She  is  innately  wise  about  many 
things.  I  value  her  judgment  and  opinion  in  so  many  of  our  decisions.  Over  these  past  few 
years  we've  grown  even  closer  than  ever.  I've  been  glad  for  the  non-pressured  pace  of 
retirement,  which  has  given  us  lots  of  time  together. 

A  few  items  from  my  journals  over  the  last  seven  years  include  the  following  about  me 
and  us: 

February  2002.  Carla  and  I  were  called  to  serve  on  our  stake's  sealing  team  which  did 
sealings  each  week  on  Thursdays  at  1 1  a.m.  That  was  something  we  both  could  do  at  the 
temple.  Carla  always  had  a  lovely  smile  and  looked  so  beautiful  in  her  temple  robes.  It 
was  a  privilege  to  be  sealed  for  many  couples  and  children.  We  were  continually  touched 
by  the  sacred  promises  given  in  the  sealing  blessing.  We  became  very  close  to  the  sealers 
and  the  other  members  of  the  team.  Each  visit  to  the  temple  left  us  with  wonderful, 
spiritual  feelings. 

March  2002.  This  year  I  turned  the  big  70.  Over  the  previous  three  or  four  months  the 
thought  of  being  70  bothered  me  lots.  It  sounded  really  old.  By  mid-morning  on  my 
birthday  I  felt  fine  and  being  in  my  70' s  hasn't  bothered  me  since.  The  spirit  inside  of  my 
body  still  feels  as  young  as  ever,  even  if  I  have  declined  somewhat  physically  and  in 
remembering. 

August  2002.  Carla  and  I  had  a  picture  taken  to  give  to  our  kids  and  grandkids  at  our  50 
Wedding  Anniversary.  We  were  pleased  with  how  it  turned  out.  Pretty  good  for  a  couple 
of  old  duffers!  Of  course  Carla  dolls  up  all  our  pictures.  She  is  beautiful! 

January  2003. 1  became  very  extravagant  and  bought  two  new  suits  at  Nordstrom' s  in 
Orem.  I  had  looked  for  a  suit  at  numerous  stores  in  both  Idaho  and  Utah,  but  I  wouldn't 
find  one  with  pants  big  enough  to  go  around  my  big  belly  and  still  have  the  coat  fit.  The 
two  I  bought  were  costly.  One  was  $600  and  the  other  was  half  price  at  $300,  but  they  fit 
and  looked  nice. 

February  2003.  We  received  our  second  invitation  from  a  member  of  the  Tdaho  Falls 
temple  presidency  to  serve  as  temple  officiators.  After  we  answered  their  questions  about 
our  health  limitations  they  recognized  that  we  wouldn't  be  able  to  serve.  It  was 
disappointment  to  both  of  us  to  not  be  able  to  do  it,  especially  Carla.  Her  feelings  were 
very  tender.  Each  time  an  interview  like  this  takes  place  it  is  unsettling  to  us,  yet  I  feel 
fully  at  peace  about  it.  We  would  have  served  if  we  were  able  to. 
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I've  previously  mentioned  that  while  Carla  applies  her  makeup  I  read  to  her.  This  has 
been  so  enjoyable  to  both  of  us  that  we  hate  to  ever  miss.  We've  read  several  books  on  a 
variety  of  topics.  Most  are  church  books.  In  2005  we  read  several  about  Joseph  Smith. 
We  also  like  to  get  a  Gospel  Doctrine  teacher's  manual  and  read  the  upcoming  Sunday 
School  lesson  together  on  Saturday  evening.  Reading  various  biographies  of  our  church 
leaders  has  been  inspirational  and  has  helped  us  feel  close  to  them  as  we  learn  many 
lessons  from  their  lives  and  how  the  Lord  prepared  and  directed  them. 


Family  History 

For  years  I  have  been  drawn  to  Family  History  work  but  have  not  been  very  consistent 
with  it  resulting  in  lots  of  starts  and  stops.  Because  of  the  many  promptings  I  have 
received  about  doing  it  I  have  often  felt  guilty.  In  recent  years  I  have  done  better  and  am 
amazed  at  the  resources  that  have  been  developed  by  the  church. 

Among  the  promptings  were  these  two:  "If  I  will  dig,  I  will  be  led  to  productive  soil"  and 
earlier,  when  concerned  about  not  filling  the  mission  mentioned  in  my  patriarchal 
blessing,  "That  is  your  mission  -  to  redeem  the  dead.  Put  the  other  mission  out  of  your 
mind.  Be  diligent.  You  will  encounter  stiff  opposition  from  the  Adversary,  but  you  will 
prevail."  I  have  also  printed  a  statement  by  President  Heber  J.  Grant  and  set  it  on  my 
computer  desk  to  refer  to  when  I  become  discouraged  about  doing  Family  History  work. 
It  states,  "That  which  we  persist  in  doing  becomes  easier  for  us  to  do  -  not  that  the  nature 
of  the  thing  is  changed,  but  that  our  power  to  do  is  increased." 

Following  are  a  few  recent  experiences  with  Family  History  work: 

March  1999. 1  felt  stirrings  in  Family  History  work  on  the  Risenmay  lines.  Through  a 
letter  sent  to  Dad  in  1963  I  made  contact  with  a  distant  relative  in  Missouri  whose  family 
spelled  their  name  Riesenmy.  I  also  contacted  a  woman  from  California  who  had  written 
Dad  about  Riesenmeys,  which  were  her  ancestors.  This  was  the  beginning  of  lots  of 
searches,  which  have  been  both  exciting  and  frustrating  at  times,  but  always  fascinating. 
Since  then  I  have  been  able  to  link  these  two  families  with  a  common  ancestor  of  ours  in 
Switzerland.  In  researching  these  names  I  have  found  19  different  spellings  for  Risenmay 
including  Riesenmai,  Riesmez  and  Riesamey.  Census  workers  and  others  who  wrote  civil 
records  made  most  of  these  incorrect  spellings.  I  can  imagine  how  difficult  it  would  be  to 
spell  our  name  when  Swiss  immigrants  pronounced  it. 

Learning  about  Family  History  sources  on  the  Internet  nudged  me  to  get  the  Internet  and 
to  later  upgrade  to  a  new  computer  that  was  faster  and  with  more  memory. 

March  2002. 1  cleared  several  Townsend  (Lufkin  line)  names  for  temple  work.  Rhonda, 
Bruce,  Ryan  and  I  did  the  ordinances  for  6  males  and  4  females.  Later,  Carla  and  I 
participated  in  the  sealings  of  one  couple,  and  21  children  to  their  parents. 


66 


June  2005.  While  Boyd  Price  was  living  in  England  he  made  contact  with  a  Lufkin 
relative  and  was  able  to  photograph  church  records  of  births,  deaths  and  marriages  in 
Rishworth,  Yorkshire,  England,  where  one  of  my  great-grandfathers,  Nathan  Hanson, 
joined  the  church,  that  were  not  available  through  the  LDS  Church.  He  sent  a  CD  with 
pictures  of  all  of  the  records. 

November  2005. 1  began  extracting  christening  and  death  records  from  Rishworth, 
England  that  Boyd  Price  photographed  last  summer.  There  are  277  pages  and  so  far  I 
have  done  three.  It  will  take  at  least  300  hours  to  do  all  of  them,  but  it  is  exciting  and  I 
have  felt  a  wonderful  spirit  as  I  have  done  them.  Many  of  these  people  are  probably 
distant  relatives. 

December  2005.  In  my  morning  prayer  I  asked  where  my  Family  History  efforts  should 
be  focused  at  this  time.  I  wondered  whether  it  should  be  on  the  Rishworth  records  or  in 
updating  the  records  of  all  of  Dad's  descendants.  A  while  later  I  received  a  distinct 
feeling  of  where  my  focus  should  be:  (1)  Bring  my  Personal  History  up  to  date,  (2) 
Gather  and  organize  all  the  various  histories  I  have  of  family  members  so  they  can  be 
clearly  identified  and  make  them  available  even  if  I'm  not  here,  and  (3)  Get  Dad's  Book 
of  Remembrance  put  back  together.  I  also  felt  that  the  other  Family  History  activities  I 
should  do  will  come  to  my  mind  after  theses  tasks  are  completed.  Later,  I  realized  that 
these  three  things  could  only  be  done  by  me.  Others  can  do  the  rest. 


Personal  Feelings 

I  want  to  share  just  a  few  of  the  insights  and  personal  feelings  recorded  in  my  journals 
that  have  meant  a  lot  to  me. 

June  2002  (Fathers  Day).  What  a  privilege  it  is  to  be  a  father  and  grandfather.  The  older  I 
become  the  more  significance  it  has  for  me.  What  wonderful  daughters  and  sons-in-law 
we  have!  I  never  cease  to  get  a  thrill  whenever  I  see  any  of  our  daughters  or  their  family 
members.  I  can't  imagine  what  it  would  be  like  without  a  family. 

August  2003.  As  we  were  reading  Elder  Russell  M.  Nelson's  biography  an  incident  in  the 
life  of  his  grandfather  had  special  meaning  to  me.  He  had  written  down  an  account  of  a 
visit  by  his  father,  Elder  Nelson's  great-grandfather,  from  the  spirit  world  and  a 
description  of  his  activities  there.  The  effect  on  me  was  to  realize  we  will  all  be  teaching 
the  gospel  when  we  go  there,  so  there  is  a  need  to  continue  learning  as  much  as  we  can 
about  the  gospel  right  up  until  we  die  rather  than  just  drifting  along  in  our  later  years.  It 
was  exciting  to  contemplate  and  very  motivating. 

March  2004.  Each  year  I  read  the  Book  of  Mormon,  the  Doctrine  and  Covenants  and  the 
Pearl  of  Great  Price.  I'm  forgetful  enough  that  many  things  seem  new  each  time  I  read.  I 
view  reading  the  scriptures  to  be  like  eating  nutritious  food.  I  can't  go  many  hours 
without  re-supplying  my  body  with  food  and  I  need  the  nourishment  provided  by  the 
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scriptures  daily  and  benefit  from  what  I  receive.  They  are  uplifting  and  reassuring.  I 
know  they  are  from  Heavenly  Father  through  Jesus  Christ  to  His  prophets. 

June  2004.  From  the  enjoyable  book,  Surprising  Marcus,  p.  1 16  came  the  insight  that 
aging  can  be  filled  with  experiences  different  but  as  wonderful  as  in  any  other  part  of 
your  life. 

August  2004.  Though  I  seldom  record  anything  given  in  the  patriarchal  blessings  I  give, 
in  a  recent  one  a  young  man  was  told  he  would  be  among  those  who  would  one  day  step 
forth  and  help  save  the  Constitution.  In  an  earlier  blessing  a  young  man,  a  Caucasian  with 
a  great  interest  in  China,  was  told  he  would  become  a  pioneer  in  China  and  be  heavily 
involved  as  the  gospel  is  taken  there. 

March  2005.  As  I  read  our  priesthood  lesson  from  the  teachings  of  President  McKay 
about  unity  it  gave  me  a  real  desire  to  not  hold  onto  negative  feelings  toward  anyone. 
Later,  during  my  prayers  I  asked  for  forgiveness  for  unkind  feelings  I  had  toward  a  few 
specific  people  in  Rexburg.  The  negative  feelings  left  and  I  had  wonderful  feelings  of 
love  and  acceptance  toward  everyone  at  church.  This  positive  perspective  extended  to 
other  things  as  well  as  people.  I  felt  lighter  and  very  positive  about  life  in  general  and 
even  the  conditions  in  the  world. 

October  2005.  On  our  stake  Fill  the  Temple  Day  I  arrived  early,  and  since  it  was  the  1 15th 
anniversary  of  Dad's  birth  my  thoughts  were  about  him.  I  thought  about  how  much  time 
he  and  Mom  spent  serving  in  the  temple  and  how  they  loved  being  in  the  very  rooms  and 
halls  where  I  was.  They  instilled  love  and  respect  for  the  temple  in  me  even  before  I  was 
endowed. 

I  began  to  think  about  specific  things  I  had  learned  from  Dad.  I  was  surprised  to  realize  I 
was  only  34  when  he  died  and  that  he  had  been  dead  for  39  years.  Yet  I  think  about  him 
frequently  and  try  to  do  what  he  would  do  in  similar  situations.  The  older  I  become  the 
more  I  realize  what  a  tremendous  example  he  has  provided  for  me  to  follow  and  what  a 
blessing  he  has  been  in  my  life. 


Promptings  and  Inspiration 

Many  times  throughout  my  life  and  especially  during  the  period  of  this  personal  history 
update  I  have  been  strengthened  and  lifted  through  the  tender  mercies  of  the  Lord. 
Spiritual  feelings  have  come  that  were  meaningful  and  real.  Some  have  been  mentioned 
in  other  parts  of  this  history.  I  want  to  share  two  that  typify  how  I  have  been  nurtured  by 
the  Lord  and  sustained  in  facing  various  challenges.  They  have  added  to  my  assurance 
that  Heavenly  Father  knows,  loves  and  blesses  each  of  us  from  time  to  time.  This  gives 
me  added  faith  to  meet  the  challenges  that  come  as  part  of  living  in  mortality. 

March  2003.  On  a  Sunday  morning  as  I  was  reading  my  scriptures  and  saying  my  prayers 
I  felt  completely  blocked  from  feeling  the  spirit.  I  didn't  know  why  and  never  did  find  the 
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reason.  After  a  lengthy  prayer  I  felt  a  hope  that  the  barriers  would  leave  so  I  could  be  in 
tune  for  the  two  patriarchal  blessing  I  was  to  give  that  afternoon.  The  blocked  out 
feelings  gradually  left  and  were  replaced  by  a  deep,  peaceful  feeling.  All  the  rest  of  that 
morning  and  while  I  was  at  church  I  felt  totally  in  tune.  I  had  appropriate  and  complete 
feelings  of  love  for  Carla,  our  family  members  and  every  person  I  saw  at  church.  My 
perspective  was  clear,  and  as  I  thought  about  various  situations  and  activities  I  saw  things 
"as  they  really  are.'  I  felt  compassion  for  individuals  with  problems,  yet  I  didn't  feel 
responsible  for  these  people.  During  the  patriarchal  blessings  the  spirit  was  present  in 
abundance. 

It  was  a  most  wonderful  period  of  spirituality.  Even  as  it  was  occurring  though  I  knew  the 
feelings  wouldn't  remain  permanently,  but  what  peace,  assurance  and  decisiveness 
accompanied  them.  I  hoped  to  live  closer  to  that  spiritual  level  and  experience  it  again 
from  time  to  time.  I  imagine  that  is  what  it  will  be  like  in  Heaven  only  multiplied  many 
times  over. 

May  2005.  The  second  experience  was  somewhat  like  the  first.  It  occurred  on  a  Sunday 
morning  after  I  had  experienced  several  health  problems  including  an  attack  of  vertigo, 
which  left  me  wondering  what  I  would  be  able  to  do  physically  in  the  future.  The  day 
before  I  had  gotten  pretty  tired  doing  yard  work  and  taking  flowers  to  the  cemeteries  for 
Memorial  Day.  This  is  my  journal  entry: 

"This  morning  I  was  tired  and  emotionally  flat.  I  realized  I  needed  to  be  humble  and 
contrite.  During  my  heartfelt  and  sincere  prayer  I  received  the  following  impressions  in  a 
calm  and  not  extreme  way:  I  would  live  out  my  life  with  dignity.  (I  have  been  concerned 
about  my  recent  physical  deterioration.)  I  will  yet  give  many  patriarchal  blessings.  (I  had 
not  been  able  to  close  my  eyes  without  getting  dizzy  and  losing  my  balance.)  I  will  be 
able  to  take  care  of  Carla  for  many  years.  Though  many  trials  will  be  allowed  they  will  be 
for  my  growth  and  refinement  and  to  help  me  overcome  some  of  the  many  weaknesses  I 
have.  I  will  have  sufficient  health  and  worthiness  to  do  the  things  that  are  expedient  to  do. 
I  am  prayed  for  and  loved  by  Mom  and  Dad.  I  need  to  reach  out  to  others  more  and  not 
be  so  self-centered.  I  will  be  joyful  in  spite  of  adversity  and  not  being  able  to  do  such 
things  as  Family  History  work  as  easily  as  if  I  had  done  more  of  it  when  I  had  better 
health  and  energy."  At  the  end  of  my  prayer  I  felt  physically,  emotionally  and  spiritually 
renewed.  When  I  got  home  from  church  I  gave  Carla  a  blessing.  After  the  blessing  I 
realized  I  had  stood  behind  her  with  my  eyes  closed  without  even  thinking  of  problems  in 
keeping  my  balance.  When  I  gave  a  patriarchal  blessing  that  afternoon  I  didn't  use  a 
stool.  I  kept  my  eyes  open  a  bit  but  got  along  fine. 

I  can  hardly  believe  how  generously  the  Lord  has  blessed  me  today.  My  feelings  this 
morning  forced  me  to  be  humble  and  recognize  how  totally  dependent  I  am  on  the  Lord. 
Then  the  blessings  were  poured  out  upon  me.  How  can  I  thank  Him  enough?" 
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My  Testimony 

I  want  all  who  read  this  history  to  know  that  I  have  a  deep  and  abiding  testimony  of  the 
truthfulness  of  the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ  and  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day 
Saints.  I  know  with  certitude  that  God  exists,  that  He  is  the  father  of  my  spirit  and  that  He 
created  this  earth  for  His  children  so  we  could  gain  a  physical  body  and  have  the 
experiences  that  are  essential  to  return  to  dwell  with  Him  in  glory  throughout  eternity.  I 
know  that  Jesus  Christ  is  our  Savior  through  His  wondrous  atonement  made  in 
Gethsemane  and  on  the  cross.  Through  the  atonement  we  can  become  fully  cleansed  and 
worthy  to  return  to  Heavenly  Father's  presence.  The  Savior  will  also  aid  us  in  all  our 
trials.  I  know  that  Heavenly  Father  and  Jesus  Christ  really  love  each  of  us  with  a  perfect 
love  regardless  of  what  we  do  and  that  their  only  desire  is  to  bless  us. 

I  know  that  the  Holy  Ghost  is  the  testifier  of  all  truth.  It  is  by  His  power  that  I  received  an 
initial  witness  of  the  truthfulness  of  the  gospel,  which  has  been  confirmed  again  and 
again  throughout  my  life.  My  testimony  is  my  most  prized  possession.  The  gift  of  the 
Holy  Ghost  is  precious  and  is  the  means  through  which  revelation  is  given  to  guide  us  in 
all  facets  of  our  lives. 

I  know  that  Joseph  Smith  saw  Heavenly  Father  and  Jesus  Christ  in  the  grove.  He  was  the 
instrument  through  whom  the  gospel  was  restored  to  the  earth.  He  fully  completed  this 
foreordained  responsibility.  I  know  that  each  succeeding  president  of  the  church  held  all 
the  keys  and  power  that  have  been  restored  through  Joseph  Smith  and  that  President 
Gordon  B.  Hinckley  holds  those  keys  today  and  is  the  Lord's  prophet  and  spokesman  at 
this  time. 

I  know  that  learning  to  be  obedient  is  one  of  the  most  important  things  we  can  do.  I  know 
that  living  the  gospel  as  well  as  we  can  brings  happiness,  peace  and  joy  and  that 
disobedience  brings  sorrow  and  grief.  I  know  that  Satan  is  real  and  that  he  strives  to  lead 
us  into  sin  and  to  come  under  his  power.  I  also  know  with  certainty  that  he  is  never 
allowed  to  have  greater  power  than  the  power  we  have  to  resist  him. 

I  know  that  every  righteous  person,  regardless  of  their  ability  or  station  in  life,  can  return 
to  dwell  with  Heavenly  Father  and  one  day  become  like  Him.  I  know  the  gospel  is  simply 
beautiful  and  beautifully  simple.  I  so  testify  of  these  things  in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ, 
Amen. 

March  29th"  2006 
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Dee,  Dad,  Mom,  Marion,  Dona,  Jay,  Howard,  Esther,  Rena,  Eldon 


My  Family  -  1960 


Front:  Dee  &  Emmajean,  Mom  &  Dad,  Verda  &  Howard.  Back:  Jay  &  Carla,  Eldon  & 
Velma,  Marion,  Dona,  Esther  &  Joe  Johnson,  Rena  &  Dell  Hymas 


1967 


Janet,  Jay,  Carla,  Laurel, 
Rhonda  and  Ann 


Our 
Daughters 


Ann,  Laurel,  Janet,  Rhonda 
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Janet.  Laurel,  Ann, 
Rhonda,  Carla,  Jay 


Freshman 
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Young  Air  Force  2    Lieutenant 


School  Boy 


Masters  Degree  1 956 


Doctors  Degree  from  President 
N.  Eldon  Tanner  -  1965 
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My  Dear  Carla 


College  Freshman 


PRE-MARRIAGE 


At  the  Grand  Canyon 
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New  Bride  and  Groom  1952 
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Where  Jay  spent  many  hours  counseling 


Purse-enalities 
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Gardener 


On  the  green  in  10 


Look  out  barn! 


Our  getaway  trailer 


Celebrating  50th  Anniversary 
With  Our  Family  At  Logan 
Temple 


Front:  Janet,  Laurel 
Middle:  Rhonda,  Jay,  Carla 
Top:  Ann 
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Front:  Jay,  Carla,  Rhonda    Back:  Max  &Ann,  Laurel  &  Layne,  Bruce,  Janet  &  Greg 

50th  Anniversary  Celebration 

Front:  Brandon,  Marianne, Robbie,  Michael,  Missy  Sitting:  Jay,  Carla,  Angie  holding 
Joe,  Julia  Standing:  Kaylie,  Mark,  Jereme,  Aubrey,  Logan,  Tonya,  Melanee,  Jamie,  Jen 


Growing  Older 


Enjoying  Our  Great-grandchildren 


Carla  and  Olivia 


Jameson  and  Jay 


